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Abstract 
 
Unbroken Trust is my record of an intense emotional journey told through the 
juxtaposition of legal statements and stark police interview transcripts alongside 
the memories of my life with Paul, before and during his desperation of living with a 
form of ME/Chronic Fatigue Syndrome/Post-viral disability. 
 
My intension is that this literature review should act as a bridge between my 
manuscript and my raison d’être or conscience regarding the way I honoured my 
beloved partner’s wishes and allowed him to fulfill his choice, his ‘right to die’. 
In addition, Unbroken Trust is an historical document directly related to a test case; 
the assisted suicide guidelines issued in England in 2010 and possibly the 
unfinished legislation progressing through parliament steered by Lord Falconer, 
with an intended outcome predicted to be issued by the Law Lords. 
Neither the manuscript nor this essay enters the ‘right to die’ debate.  Rather both 
document a profound personal experience and offer a literary perspective on a 
timeless issue – how do you allow someone you love to die with respect and 
dignity? 
 
Keywords: ME; Chronic Fatigue Syndrome (CFS); Post-viral disability; suicide; 
assisted suicide; death; memoirs of grief; grief; love story; ‘right to die’ 
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Unbroken Trust 
by Jill Anderson 
 
PART I 
 
My function is merely to draw matters to your attention in an effort to make your 
decision easier.  I would like to make some observations on sympathy and prejudice.  
There is no room in any criminal case, whether it be this one or any other criminal case 
being tried in England or Wales – or anywhere else – for sympathy or prejudice. 
 
The defendant has chosen not to give evidence.  The defendant, of course, has the 
right to remain silent.  You may think you would have been assisted by the defendant’s 
account of the events and, in particular, three matters upon which she could have 
assisted you.   
 
She might have been able to assist you with why she did not seek medical assistance 
when Paul Anderson told her that he had taken enough this time? Secondly, why did 
she say different things when she gave her witness statement on the one hand and 
when she was interviewed on the other?  Then the third matter – what was so different 
about the 17th and 18th July 2003 when she did not summon medical assistance and 
those other occasions when she did? 
 
 
From the Prosecution’s closing speech 
 
 
* * * * * 
 
 
17th July 2003 
 
 The day hummed.  The sky turned from indigo, turquoise, flamingo pink to 
blue, deep blue and then lighter.  I stirred from the blow up bed that I now slept on 
in the lounge.  He lay upstairs.  I began my daily routine.  I bathed, ate some toast 
and brought him a cup of tea.  He had moaned throughout the night, I knew he did 
not want to, but he had been so quiet for so long.  He could not look at me; I could 
not look at him.  I could not hug him, it hurt too much.  I could not sleep next to him, 
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as my movements beside him increased the pain.  I went to my wardrobe, took out 
some clothes and dressed quickly as there was so much to do.  I knew he was 
watching me.   
He asked, ‘Why did you marry me?’   
I replied, ‘Because you’re a wonderful man.’   
He smiled.  ‘I haven’t given you much of a life have I?’   
I did not reply; I wish I had, but I had before, many times, ‘You have given 
me everything.’   
We had used the love word over and over again to each other.  My 
movements were slower; my eyes felt like something tipped into the back of my 
head.  He watched as I tidied the bedroom, picking up magazines, empty sweet 
wrappers strewn on the bedside cabinet and scattered on the floor, chocolates and 
biscuits.    
Something was different on this day, as if the sun had risen in a different 
place or not risen at all.  I shivered.  I went to the office and started work.  I was 
organising interpreters for two conferences.  The morning went quickly, making 
phone calls to the interpreters and clients, making sure everyone knew where they 
were going and what to expect.  At about midday I went to the bedroom.  As I 
entered he was watching a French horse race on the television screen; he 
switched it off quickly.   
‘Do you want some lunch?’ I asked.  He shook his head.  Then he asked me 
to fetch the disability form that we had kept for six months but had not filled out.  
‘We’ll complete it.’ he said.  I went to get it.  I returned and sat on the side of the 
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bed next to him.  I dusted out the crumbs, from the night before.  He propped 
himself up. 
 The form was tedious; sixty pages of questions on every possible level of 
disability a human being can have.  I read out each question and as he responded 
I wrote down his answer in pencil.  As I turned each page he was scoring a high 
mark on every disability, apart from his mental health which was intact.  At about 2 
p.m. the form was half-finished.  He said, ‘I’m too exhausted to continue today, 
we’ll do it again tomorrow.’  I took it away to the office and, as I went, I told him I 
would go to the Citizens Advice Bureau in Ripon, as advised.  The form was 
already out of date and the advice from the C.A.B. was to fill this one out as a 
dummy and then they would check it and help me send off for another up-to-date 
one.  He nodded and slumped back against the pillows.  ‘Do you want any lunch?’ 
He shook his head. Filling in forms always made me so sleepy; I asked him if he 
would mind if I took a nap.  He said, ‘No, not at all, you rest.’  I slid away.  We could 
both hear the humming of the day, approximately 23 degrees, 17th July 2003.  He 
must have made his decision.  I had written all his pain down on the form in black 
on white.  He could hardly lift his wasted arms.  He knew the deterioration would 
spread to his legs soon. 
I slept for an hour perhaps and then I returned to check on him.  Everything 
was the same; he was just quieter than normal.   
‘Did you have a nice sleep?’  he said. 
‘Yes, I feel better.’   
There was something different about him, a distance.   
‘Would you mind if I take the rest of the day off?’  
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‘No not at all, you do what you need to do.’ he smiled. 
 ‘I have to go out and get some food.  I’ll go to Pateley Bridge and have a 
walk and then go to the new Italian restaurant and get a cheese and tomato pizza 
to take away with me.’ I said.   
He looked small and pale; his teeth were gritted.   
‘Are you sure you don’t want me to get you to hospital?’ I said.  ‘No.’ he was 
adamant.  I left.   
I got halfway across the moors to Pateley Bridge and pulled over in a place 
where we had stopped many times before; a place where you could see for miles.  
On a clear day York Minister was visible and, beyond, the nuclear reactors at 
Selby.  Now I could not see at all.  By instinct, I returned home to Paul.  I stopped 
by the back porch door where I was growing some sweet peas.  They had opened 
for the first time that day.  I picked them, filled a small glass vase with water and 
carried them to the bedroom.  I had been telling him about their progress.  I placed 
them on his bedside cabinet.  He looked at me but there was something far away 
about him.   
‘Don’t do anything silly.’ I said.   
‘I won’t.’ he said.   
‘I have to go and get us some food, there’s nothing in the fridge, I won’t be 
long.’  
 ‘Before you go, can you bring me some whisky?’  
I went downstairs and returned with a bottle I had bought recently.  He did not drink 
much alcohol but I had bought a special bottle of whisky, Marks and Spencer’s own 
brand, in case he asked.  I gave it to him, even though it was mid-afternoon and he 
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never asked at this time.  I did that and I don’t know why.  I did not pour it into a 
glass for him.  He levered the bottle between his hands and elbow as he was 
taking a sip.  Then I took it from him and made a space for it on his bedside cabinet 
amongst the boxes of medication and his white china cup depicting woodland 
creatures on it.  He kept this cup by his bedside so he could drink water during the 
night.  I had to go.  I did not want to.  I would do it quickly, as fast as possible.  I 
would drive dangerously.  I wasn’t gone long, maybe an hour.  It was a twenty 
minute journey to Ripon, twenty minutes around Safeway’s supermarket, twenty 
minutes to return.  I bought the pizza and southern fried chicken that I could save 
for tomorrow’s meal I thought, and a few other items: milk, bread, butter, fruit juice.  
I hurried back to the cottage, dumped the shopping bags in the kitchen and ran up 
the stairs.  He was sitting on the edge of the bed, clutching his side of the bed, with 
his back to me.  ‘What’s wrong?  Has anything happened?’ I said.  He turned ever 
so slightly, ‘I’m sorry.  I’ve taken enough this time.’  Then he rolled over.  There 
was a note on top of him.  I picked it up, it read:  ‘I’m sorry.  I can’t stand the pain  
anymore, I love you. Your Darling Bear Paul.’  
The empty packets of pills he had taken were on his bedroom cabinet.  I 
could not look at them or touch them.  I tried to walk towards them but I could not.  
My heart was beating fast.  I felt the sensation that everything was pre-ordained, 
that nothing I did now, or whatever action I took would make any difference. He 
had been saying goodbye to me for months.  I had to accept this.  I had cajoled, 
reasoned and now I could do so no longer.  I felt defeat and resignation.  I hoped it 
was not enough; he would wake but, if not, then I had to allow him his independent 
choice.  It was six p.m.  The hot air was cooling.  A rose pink light shone into the 
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bedroom.  I made sure he was comfortable and he slept deeply.  I tried once more 
to look at the pills but could not; I picked up the whisky bottle it was almost full, he 
had only taken a few sips; I carried it down to the kitchen and put it back in the 
cabinet. 
 The evening and night went quickly or slowly I really did not know.  I 
watched the deep orange of the sunset.  Everything glowed on this summer’s 
night.  I was awake all night; I sent emails to two interpreters about the conference.  
I cleaned the brass fire stand and the brush and the shovel.  I returned to the 
bedroom often and stroked his face and wiped the sweat from his brow.  I lay next 
to him and talked to him pretending he could hear.  I picked lavender from the 
garden and placed it in his ambidextrous hands.  He lay on his back and 
slumbered.  I wrapped the duvet around him; his kidneys had given him so much 
pain.  I had not seen him sleep like this for years.  He was snoring loudly; I relished 
the sound, to hear him finally sleep. 
The night was quiet.  There were no owls and the sheep in the field next to 
us were silent.  At two a.m. he woke.  He looked into my eyes and asked me to put 
his radio ear piece into his ear.  He liked to listen to the world via short wave radio 
at night.  He fell back into a deep slumber; maybe he had not taken enough and 
would come back to me in the morning.  I wished, I prayed.  I said his mother’s 
name, ‘Isla, Isla, Isla.’  He slept on, deeply, untroubled, at peace.  I smelled the 
summer air drifting through the open bedroom window: green grass, mown hay, 
musky blossoms.  I had opened the windows so fresh air would surround him and 
fill his lungs.   
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 We drifted through the night, it was short and it was long.  When I lay next to 
him, intermittently, I listened to the thud, thud of his heart beat.  At about 5.30 a.m., 
I pulled back the duvet, and watched as first his feet, then his legs, and then slowly 
his whole body turned blue, it was a creeping deep purple blue.  I had read an 
article about a local woman on a yachting trip who had drunk too much alcohol, 
gone blue and died and I knew that this was the point of no return.  I held his hand.  
It was limp and sweaty.  His mobile phone was in the bedroom, but I was not going 
to make the call.  I went down to the lounge and looked at the telephone on the 
window sill next to the chair.  There was a wonderful view of the countryside.  The 
fields, trees, hills and dusky purple moors were visible in the distance.  I continued 
cleaning.  The brass mantelpiece gleamed.  I knew the authorities would be 
coming, nothing to stop them.  I could hear his breathing above me.  His snoring 
had stopped and his breathing had changed to short, sharp gasps.  The end had to 
be soon, the release was coming.   
 I climbed the stairs once more and lay beside him.  Dawn was breaking.  I 
watched the light change in the room.  It was a pure, deep light, another warm 
summer’s day – 18th July 2003.  He was still warm.  I looked at his perfectly 
manicured hands and his long jagged toenails that he had refused to let me cut.  I 
felt the first pangs of loss: his words and his laughter were gone.  It was as though 
his soul was flying and I was lying next to an empty body that used to be Paul.  His 
mind was switching off and I was allowing it.  The cruelty of his wasting disease 
struck me.  His breathing was shallow and slow now, each breath a gurgle. 
 At 9.30 a.m. he opened his eyes.  I do not know why but I mentally recorded 
the time.  He looked at me, then he spluttered, gasped and took his last breath, a 
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deep sigh, and he was gone.  He was lifeless.  Nothing stirred outside.  Hours 
before I had heard the neighbours leave for work; they were hard workers and 
early risers.  I had heard them walk and call out for their dogs, but now I was alone 
on our lane that had no name.   
 I wanted a few more hours with him before I called the authorities.  It was 
selfish but these moments were all I had left of him.  I felt a strange euphoria; there 
was no physical pain in this place anymore. 
 
* * * * * 
 
18th July 2003 
 I called my family and some of our friends, the closest ones.  The doctor 
arrived.  He was wearing a crumpled navy suit and sandals with socks.  He looked 
at me as if I was not there and went quickly up to the bedroom.  He held Paul’s 
wrist and checked for a pulse and listened to his chest with his stethoscope.  He 
walked past me out of the bedroom; his face was ice cold and grim.  I followed him 
downstairs.  ‘What happened?’ he said.  ‘He was suffering too much,’ I replied and 
I related the events as they had occurred.  ‘I’m sorry.’ he said.  Then I watched as 
he sat down on the chair by the window and picked up the telephone on the 
window sill.  He dialled a number and said, ‘I’m reporting a death at home.’  His 
words seemed disjointed, out of sync and came slowly at me one by one.  He put 
down the receiver, stood up and looked at me.  I followed him to the door, unsure 
of what to say.  He had been kind to Paul and that was all I cared about.  As he 
walked through the door and out of the cottage he looked back at me as if he was 
Anderson  
 
 
13 
looking down a telescope.  He was angry, I knew that.  I sat down and waited; 
everything seemed dreamlike. I felt empty, drained.  The balmy summer’s heat 
made me sticky.  I went back up to Paul and sat with him, but there was nothing. 
 About an hour later a woman police officer arrived.  I showed the officer up 
to the bedroom and I waited outside.  I could hear her moving about the room.  It 
was surreal; the uniform, the police car outside.  It was the same officer that came 
during the second suicide attempt which was more of an accident. After a couple of 
minutes she returned.  The officer was of medium build, with long black hair, and 
what seemed like sensitive grey eyes.  We sat down in the lounge, I was on the 
settee and she sat in a chair opposite me, scrutinising me. She adopted a matter of 
fact stance and took a statement.  I cried for the first time as I talked.  The officer 
scribbled.  I said, ‘He was a bird with broken wings.’  The officer looked up at me.  I 
have to make another phone call she said.  She left the cottage and went outside.  
I needed to see him again, so I went back up, he was so motionless.  I moved a 
pile of magazines and I picked up his china cup.  Then I went downstairs and 
washed it and placed it among our other china cups in a cupboard.  The police 
officer returned to the cottage and came into the kitchen.   I was standing at the 
sink gazing out of the window.  ‘Would you like a cup of tea?’ 
 It was not long before three more police cars were parked outside the 
cottage.  Police officers entered in what seemed like a stampede.  They wore 
yellow forensic suits and plastic gloves.  I stood in the centre of them as they 
buzzed about examining our home.  A clutch of them went upstairs to the bedroom 
where he lay and a photographer took photographs of him and the room.  A 
woman police officer shadowed me; another officer came up and asked me where 
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the cup was.  ‘What cup?’ I replied.  ‘The one by his bedside.’ said the officer.  ‘I 
washed it up.’  A burly, thick-set officer, who seemed to tower over me, introduced 
himself as a detective constable and said, ‘I have to ask you some nasty questions 
and take a statement, do you feel you can do that?’  I said, ‘Yes.’  ‘Let’s go 
outside.’ he said; he led the way.  We sat outside at the table Paul had made for 
me.  The garden was picture perfect.  I had worked hard to make it like that for us.  
I told the police officer the truth and he wrote the statement.  I kept looking at his 
large hands with stubby fingers which were stained with nicotine.  He asked 
questions in a measured tone, but I felt uneasy.  Then he asked me to read the 
statement.  I could not.  He asked me to sign my name at the bottom of the page 
confirming that what I had said was the truth.  I did.   
When we went back inside the cottage, officers were carrying Paul down the 
stairs in a body bag.  I wanted to touch it but I could not.  I followed them outside 
and watched at the gate as his body was loaded into an ambulance.  The DC 
approached me and said, ‘I live in a real cottage with real slate tiles.’  I looked at 
him; his words meant nothing to me.  I was numb.  There was yellow tape 
surrounding the cottage.  I watched as the procession of police cars and the van 
carrying Paul’s body moved into the distance. 
 
* * * * * 
 
19th July 2003 
 I had to see him.  I insisted and my mother drove.  We drove to Harrogate, 
twenty five minutes through the countryside to reach the car congested streets of 
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the sedate provincial town of Victorian semis and terraces, then another forty five 
minutes through the town to reach Harrogate District Hospital.  I considered, for 
some reason, that I had never seen the seedy end of town.  We arrived at the 
hospital, now so familiar, and went to reception and asked for the morgue.  We 
were told to wait.  I felt there was something strange about the woman’s 
expression.  Another woman came and led us through the hospital corridors.  I 
made small talk with her but she did not seem to know much about hospitals.  We 
entered a room and the woman said he lay in an adjoining room and that they had 
brought him out of the mortuary.   She stayed in the adjoining room where the door 
was ajar.  For some reason I wanted to close that door and have privacy, but I did 
not.  Some animal instinct made me want to get to him before all else.  My mother 
and I entered the room.  He lay on a narrow hospital bed and was covered with a 
sheet.  I touched his stone cold face and talked to him, tears rolled down my 
cheeks.  My mother pulled me away.  I had to go.  Later, in the evidence against 
me, a statement turned up from the woman at the hospital morgue. 
 
* * * * * 
 
20th July 2003 
 
 I lay in our bed and hugged anything that smelled of him: the pillows, the 
sheets, his dressing gown, the neck brace he had been using to hold his neck up.  
I did not want to get up.  My mother and brother had come the night of the 
eighteenth and we had eaten the tomato and cheese pizza and southern fried 
chicken.  They had listened as I talked through tears.  I wondered if I would ever 
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stop crying.  Now my mother was not here; she had returned to look after my 
stepfather, forty minutes drive away.  My brother had gone home to his family in 
Manchester.  Friends had offered to stay but they all had families, or jobs, or both.  
Flowers, cards and emails kept on coming.  I placed the cards on strings almost as 
if they were Christmas cards.  I wrote a tribute to him and emailed it.  The 
neighbours who lived opposite our house offered their sympathy and asked if they 
could do anything.  I had declined, preferring to hide my agony.  I thought of these 
things as dawn arrived and forced myself to get up.  I looked in the bathroom mirror 
at my sore red eyes.  I went downstairs and kept on making cup, after cup of tea 
and then to the office where I moved papers around the desk.  I had to make 
business calls.  I would have to tell the translators who were working for us.  I 
heard the post thud through the letterbox in the porch and made the journey 
downstairs. 
 In the stack of mail there was a packet.  I opened it immediately.  Inside 
were gifts that he had chosen for me on the Internet nine days before.  We had 
won a prize and he was excited and went through the process of clicking all the 
buttons and accepting it.  The prize was two CDs by mail order.  He had looked at 
me and asked, ‘What would you like?’  I had replied, ‘You choose.’ 
 And there was the packet on the 20th July 2003.  There was a CD of 
Spanish for beginners and a CD encyclopaedia of family health.  These were some 
of his last gifts.  There would be other things I would find that he had left for me.  I 
needed to make a call on my mobile telephone; we had bought it a few months 
before.  It was part of the new wave of mobile phone technology, small and 
compact.  I found to my surprise that he had programmed in two of my best friends’ 
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telephone numbers.  How had he done that?  He must have used my address book 
and my mobile when I was asleep.  How had he found the numbers or worked 
them out?  My address book was a maze, virtually indecipherable and a monolith 
of cross referenced numbers.  Somehow, he had worked out which number 
belonged to which friend and put them in for me.   
 I held the yellow pages in my hands and started calling funeral services in 
the area.  I could hardly talk; the words in my mouth were glue.  I called three 
services and each voice was experienced and friendly, discreet and not too 
invasive.  I found one funeral service I liked in Harrogate.  They could cremate him 
in twelve days time.  I booked their services and then called everyone to let them 
know.  Then I called the coroner’s office in Ripon to see when his body would be 
released.  The receptionist put me on hold, then a male voice answered and I felt 
instinctively unsettled. 
 
* * * * * 
 
30th July 2003 
 I was in the bedroom on the 30th August 2003, at about mid-morning, when 
I heard a knock on the door.  I looked out of the bedroom window.  It was the 
detective constable who had interviewed me and another DC with him.  I went 
down and let them in.  They followed me into the lounge and suggested that I sat 
down.  I sank into one of the armchairs and looked up at them, they remained 
standing.  I was shaking.  DC Richardson cleared his throat, and read my rights to 
me.  I was being arrested for assisted suicide and manslaughter.  I shook the 
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whole time and asked them if they were going to put me in a cell.  They said no.  
They asked me to report to Harrogate police station the following morning.  I said, 
‘He was only forty-three years old, I have to live with this for the rest of my life.’   
After they had gone, I called my mother and told her what had happened; 
she said she would get advice.  I put down the telephone receiver and paced 
around the cottage; I did not know what to do.  My mother called back.  A family 
friend had been the former coroner for West Yorkshire.  He would see me that 
afternoon.  My mother came and we drove over the moors to his home on the 
outskirts of Skipton.  It was a comfortable house in a hamlet on the moors nestled 
into the side of a hill.  It seemed to have many levels as we climbed a series of 
stairways to a room overlooking a dell.  It appeared to be his snug and office.  He 
sat to one side of his desk.  There were shelves with books all around us.  I had 
met him before at my mother’s wedding to my stepfather.  He listened reverently as 
I wept and related the story.  He said in all his years as a coroner he had heard of 
nothing like this.  He added that he had a friend who was considered to be one of 
the best solicitors in the area.  He called him.  We waited and he came.  He 
dropped everything he was working on at his office in Skipton and was with us in 
half an hour.  He was a tall, dark man and I liked him.  I felt some reassurance in 
the company of these men.  They both listened to what I had to tell them.  The 
solicitor told me not to worry and that he would see me at Harrogate police station 
in the morning. 
 
* * * * * 
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31st July 2003 
A balmy summer’s day.  Butterflies and seeds drifted in the creamy air 
seeking honey and earth.  My mother drove me through all shades of green to get 
to Harrogate.  We reached the police station.  I was lead to an immense reception 
desk from behind which three male police officers stood surveying me.  One of 
them asked me for my house keys and searched my bag and then returned it to 
me.  After some other formalities, I was ushered into a tiny beige-coloured room 
with no windows and I sat down at a desk opposite DC Bosomworth and DC 
Richardson with my solicitor sitting next to me.  His long, thin legs nearly touched 
mine and the cuff of his expensive shirt brushed my arm.  I could hear the rumble 
of a distant air conditioner.  DC Bosomworth’s eyes were hawkish and square.  I 
imagined him eating an enormous, greasy breakfast, or a large quantity of 
doughnuts.  My husband was in a fridge at Harrogate District Hospital.  He had 
been there for thirteen days.  I pulled at the scarf around my neck, undoing it and 
retying it, twisting it.  It was the scarf that I treasured; the one with the design of a 
leopard skin.  It had been a present from my mother-in-law.  DC Richardson was 
benign and somehow serene.  I wondered if he had eaten porridge for breakfast, or 
a grapefruit with no sugar.  My solicitor twitched next to me.  I wondered if he 
suffered from a nervous tick.  DC Bosomworth read me my rights; I was cautioned 
and reminded of why I sat facing them.   He then softened his voice.  He asked me 
if he could call me ‘Jill’.  The shadow of what might be a smile moved across his 
face and then it was gone.  I felt sweat dripping down my back.  My polyester 
blouse stuck to me underneath my jacket. 
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PART II 
Police Interviews – Harrogate Police Station 
Tape 1     31st July 2003   11.24 – 
12.00  
DC Bosomworth You’ve been arrested, Jill, by myself; is it alright to call 
you ‘Jill’ first? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth OK, you’ve been arrested on suspicion of involuntary 
suicide, sorry involuntary manslaughter and aiding and 
abetting suicide, again you’re nodding but do you 
understand why you’ve been arrested. 
JA    I understand why I’ve been arrested. 
DC Bosomworth I know it’s sensitive and I know it’s upsetting but it’s in 
connection with the death of your husband, Paul 
Anderson. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  Can you tell me how long you’ve been married? 
JA    Eight years.  We got married on the 24th March 1995. 
DC Bosomworth And again, you don’t have to answer this question, but 
was it a good relationship? 
JA    It was wonderful. 
DC Bosomworth  Happy times. 
JA    Very happy. 
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DC Bosomworth  I believe Paul was ill. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  Was he ill when you met him? 
JA    No, we were together for ten years and ten months in 
total. 
DC Bosomworth  Right, yeah. 
JA    Prior to getting married, that was two years. 
DC Bosomworth So you’d been going out for a couple of years before 
you were married? 
JA    Yes. 
* * * * * 
 
September 1992 
 His face was small and oval.  He had sensitive blue-green eyes.  It was his 
sensitivity that drew me to him.  We were sitting in a group in a bar called Henry’s 
in Richmond, Surrey.  It was on the river bank, everyone said great location.  It was 
a large place where you could eat or drink.  It had a central bar and many different 
places to sit; a good place to mingle.  My friend, Annabelle, had enticed me there.  
It was one of her favourite ‘after work’ places.  There were five of us, two of his 
friends, John and Pervas from Iran and Paul, Annabelle and I sitting round a table.  
Annabelle introduced everyone to me.  I was talking about whether Rabin would 
make a difference to the Palestian/Israeli conflict.  Nobody was listening to me.  
Except Paul.  Paul was listening to me and looking at me. 
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 We left together.  Annabelle wanted me to go with her.  I went with him.  The 
night before I had sat on my balcony in Putney and mentally said, ‘I will never meet 
anyone to spend my life with.’  I had been on dates but I had been celibate without 
a relationship for many years.  It was my birthday.  I had cards and gifts and I had 
worked all day but no one to come home to and share it with.  So that is how I am 
able to remember the exact date when I met him. 
 I had not wanted to go out - and now here I was walking by the river with 
him.   
I had been working all day and into the evening, as usual.  I was working in 
a production office at Twickenham Film Studios.  My title was Production Secretary 
for a TV drama called ‘The Good Guys.’  The first director regularly regaled the 
production office crew with stories of when Jack Nicholson came to town and the 
watering holes he frequented.  I had been contracted for nearly six months work 
and we were winding down.  Seven people had been fired over the course of the 
production.  I had survived and I was glad it was all coming to an end with three 
weeks left to go.  I had on brown, thick-rimmed glasses and my hair was greasy yet 
Annabelle had put me here opposite him. 
 ‘Come out, come out.’ she had persisted. 
 ‘I want to go home.’ I moaned. 
 ‘It was your birthday yesterday, we have to celebrate.’ 
 I shrugged.  It looked like she would not give in. 
 ‘Alright.’ I said, ‘but I’m only staying out for a short time.’ 
 She grinned. 
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 I looked at him.  He was smiling and so was I.  We walked to my car in a 
small triangular car park just off the river Thames.  The water winked in the half 
dusk of a balmy September evening.  The air was clear and we looked at the stars 
as we exchanged information about ourselves.  He asked me if I would like to have 
coffee at his house.  I replied that I would, but I could not stay long.  I gave him a 
ride home.  It was rare for me to do this for a stranger.  But from our first 
encounter, I felt trust, hope and an instinct that he would not betray me.  My 
instincts were right.  He never did.   
It did not take him long to win my heart.  We went to his local twenty-four 
hour store and he chit-chatted to the Asian owner and there was an obvious 
rapport between them. 
   He shared the house with two others in Twickenham, a young man and a 
young woman. He made me a cup of coffee in a china cup.  He put the cup on a 
china saucer and they did not match, but it was the simple act of putting the two 
together that endeared me to him.  We went into his bedroom. It was painted 
peach.  There was a bookcase which was organised and methodical.  A TV, bed, 
pictures, chairs and bureau filled the room.  It was comfortable and tidy.  An 
organised mind, I thought.  The only item out of place was a pair of boxer shorts on 
the floor.  Embarrassed, he reached for them and put them away in a drawer.  He 
picked up a book on a table by the side of his bed.  It was a small, well-thumbed 
book, a Danish dictionary.  He flicked through it and read words to me.  He was a 
linguist and fluent in Danish.  I sat on the side of the bed and listened as he spoke.  
I liked him.  I really liked him.  His voice had a slight Scottish lilt.  He was from the 
Scottish borders; born in Dumfries, he grew up in Annan. 
Anderson  
 
 
24 
 Eventually, we got closer and closer; then we kissed.  The kisses became 
more passionate then we were lying on his bed.  I felt something bumpy under the 
covers and looked at him.  ‘What?’  He looked embarrassed.  I reached under the 
covers and pulled out a small, stuffed toy owl, it was orange and white and wore a 
tartan beret.  He looked embarrassed and blushed and smiled, ‘Hooty.’ he said.  I 
laughed and then got up.  He gave me a kiss on my cheek and I left. 
 He came to my home the next night and I cooked for him.  We had another 
kiss.  The week went fast.  We talked everyday on the telephone.  He called me, or 
I called him.  It was easy.  He was easy to talk to.  Then he came to my flat at the 
weekend and stayed. 
 In two weeks, we had made the decision that we wanted to be together.  
The obvious choice of space was my flat so he moved out of his house and I 
helped him to move in with me.  I remember his housemates watching us pack up 
his belongings with surprise and amusement.  This was a whirlwind romance.  We 
were happy and he was easy to live with.  It all seemed to fit together like a jigsaw 
puzzle.  The only real adjustment I had to make was the way I made a cup of tea.  I 
grew up in Sheffield and he was from Scotland.  He showed me how he liked his 
tea and that was all we really needed to know about each other and our needs.  He 
never read my CV and he was not concerned about my age - I was five years 
older.  He loved me.  Everything else, including the toilet seat which he always put 
down, just fitted into place.  He had grown up on a council estate in a large family 
with many relatives and friends so he was not selfish.  If he ate a bar of chocolate, 
he always saved some pieces for me.   
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* * * * * 
 
This case, whatever your view is a tragedy.  A tragedy for Paul Anderson, who 
took his own life: for his family who remembered him when he was well and for 
Jill Anderson, who spent …over ten years – wonderfully happy years – loving 
him. 
 
 
From the Defence’s closing speech 
 
 
 
* * * * * 
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DC Bosomworth  So when did his illness start? 
JA He got a virus on the 21st of March 1995.  Three days 
before we were married.  Many people with his illness, 
Chronic Fatigue Syndrome, have actually named the 
date and time they got a virus and thereafter never felt 
well again. 
DC Bosomworth What did this illness do to him?  What were his 
symptoms? 
JA He started to feel unwell and initially we thought it was a 
flu bug and then a sinus problem.  We didn’t even 
connect it to the virus.   
DC Bosomworth  When did you move to Pateley? 
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JA It was in April 1995.  We started a business and it was 
successful. 
DC Bosomworth  So was it a type of business you could run from home? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  So basically you could do it anywhere in the country. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  Do you want to tell me what it was? 
JA It was a translation agency.  We were getting a lot of 
work.  It was fantastic and we were very happy, but 
then he started to become unwell.  We saw many 
consultants and had a whole series of doctors’ 
appointments and no one could give him a diagnosis.  
In the meantime, we decided to leave Pateley Bridge 
and find a country cottage because we thought this 
might help his health. We couldn’t really think about 
buying a property because he had a lot of hospital 
appointments and doctors’ appointments to attend and 
he was starting to spend time in bed.  I remember that 
we saw a doctor who told him there was nothing wrong 
and to go home and take an aspirin, but he wouldn’t 
accept that. 
DC Bosomworth  How long ago was that Jill? 
JA That was 1995 or thereabouts.  He wasn’t well; he was 
my husband.  He had lost the colour in his cheeks and, 
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to cut a long story short, our business was beginning to 
slide because we were going to hospital so much to find 
out what was wrong with him. 
DC Bosomworth  Did you both go? 
JA He started off going on his own because he was well 
enough at that time. 
DC Bosomworth  He would drive then? 
JA He would drive himself and I would stay at home trying 
to run the business and he’d go and see various 
consultants on his own.  They could not find a solution 
to his health problems.  This is a classic ME/Chronic 
fatigue syndrome medical history.  Everyone with these 
particular diseases, because they are a group of 
diseases, are having exactly the same experience as 
we did which is complete dismissal by the medical 
profession because there is no test or cure for these 
diseases yet. There is even conflict over the name of 
these diseases which is why people use ME or Chronic 
Fatigue Syndrome.  It is, however, an umbrella of 
diseases.   
DC Bosomworth When was he actually diagnosed with ME/Chronic 
Fatigue Syndrome? 
JA At some point he saw a Consultant.  I cannot give you 
the year.  I think it was ’97 or ’98.   He became ill in ’95. 
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DC Bosomworth  Can we safely say prior to 2000 then? 
JA Yes.  I think it took about three years for a diagnosis 
that he was satisfied with, which was ‘post-viral 
disability’ and that’s when we can trace it to the initial 
virus in 1995. 
DC Bosomworth  When he had his antibiotics for the flu like symptoms? 
JA Yes, he never felt well ever again after the virus.  What I 
watched over a period of eight years was a long, slow 
decline of someone who prior to this was healthy.  In 
London we played tennis three times a week.  We did 
everything.   
 
* * * * * 
 
July 1993 
 We were lost in Surrey.  We were somewhere between Guildford, Horsham 
and Dorking.  We were sitting in our car on a country road.  I had the map.  Paul 
took it from my hands and turned it around.  He traced our route with his finger until 
he had located exactly where we were.  The road was narrow with hedges and 
trees on either side.  We were between towns and villages, the ever encroaching 
conurbations, out in the gentle Surrey countryside.   
 ‘Do you want to go to Haslemere or not?’ he said. 
‘I don’t know,’ I looked at my watch. ‘It’s ten past four, it’s a bit late. The 
shops will be closing.’  
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‘We’ve been there before anyhow.’  
‘We can do antiques some other time.’ 
We were silent – for a few moments.  
 ‘It’s your fault we got lost,’ he said. ‘We could have been there.’ 
 ‘Is not.’ 
 ‘Is so.’ 
We looked around us.  The heat was sticky; it was approximately twenty-five 
degrees centigrade. 
You don’t have to be so narky.’ 
 ‘Narky, yourself.’ 
I got out of the car.  There was a slight breeze.  It was a relief to be out of the city 
where the concrete was boiling.  I looked out over the hedge at the roadside to be 
greeted by an expansive view of green fields, nothing seemed out of place or 
misjudged.  The fields were a patchwork of farmland, hedges and trees marked out 
by centuries of grazing, ploughing and hoeing.  We appeared to be on a ridge and 
the land rolled down hills before us.  The sun was going west.  I shielded my eyes.   
 ‘Get back in.’ 
 ‘Alright.’ 
I got back into the car. 
 ‘Where do you want to go then?’ 
 ‘I don’t know.’ 
We both stared at the map, absently.  It was our day out after working all week. 
 ‘Let’s go for a walk, find a footpath?’ 
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I nodded.  Paul drove on a bit further.  We scanned the road for a footpath sign.  
After a few miles we spotted one and pulled into a curve in the roadside grassy 
curb. 
 We walked for a few miles through a narrow avenue of undergrowth.  It was 
a green tunnel of trees and bushes.  Beyond the scrub we could just make out high 
wooden fences running down both sides of the path. The shrubbery blocked out all 
sound and we could hear nothing.  We walked on.  There was a whirling in the air, 
a distant sound and a rush, hooves, many hooves were pounding the ground 
coming towards us but we couldn’t see the beasts.  I grabbed Paul’s hand.  
Suddenly, the fence to the right of us seemed to buckle as the force of many 
animals hit it.  I got behind Paul. 
 ‘It’s a stampede,’ he said, ‘Oh lovely.’ 
‘You would say that,’ I said. ‘They’re coming for us; they’ll knock down the 
fence and trample us.’ 
 ‘No they won’t, they’re just curious, probably heifers.’ 
 ‘Or yearlings?’ I said. 
 We could see nothing of them.  We could hear snorting and shuffling 
beyond the fence, the scuffing of many hooves and heavy breathing.  I clung onto 
Paul’s hand.  We continued walking and as we walked the herd beyond the scree 
and fence came with us.   
 ‘I don’t like this,’ I said. 
 ‘We won’t come to any harm, they’re probably bored, just want to protect 
their territory, see what’s going on,’ he said. 
 ‘Is this path ever going to open out?’  
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 ‘I don’t know.’ 
And then suddenly it did.  The trees came to an end, and only the fence 
continued along the path.  Fields stretched away before us down what seemed like 
a massive hill with the South Downs in the distance and to our right was a large 
herd of animals.  Their bright doe-like hazel eyes stared back at us.  There were 
about sixty of them.  They were all looking at us with rapt attention.  Their nostrils 
were flared, as if we might possibly be edible. 
 ‘Llamas,’ we both said in unison. 
 ‘A Llama farm,’ he said. 
 ‘They’re gorgeous.’ 
I moved to the fence.  The llamas were all shades from white, coffee, hazel, 
chestnut, some were white with splodges of brown and black on their heads and 
bodies.  Their faces reminded me of deer or koala bears.  Their ears looked like 
bananas and they had short, squat bodies, long necks with pompom tails, and 
stubby legs revealing tiny hooves.  I thought of them in South America, carrying 
packs. 
  ‘What are we doing with them in this country?’ I asked. 
 ‘I don’t know, probably being bred for their wool, maybe, or food,’ he replied.  
 ‘I’ll look in Asda next time I go.’ I said. ‘But I couldn’t eat an animal like that, 
they’re so cuddly.’ 
 One of them nudged me through the fence and I tickled it between its ears. I 
stroked one or two of them. They poked their long necks through the fence and 
nuzzled me.  I remembered a friend who had two llamas and took them for walks 
on leads in the New Forest.  I had never seen them before. I would ask her next 
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time I called her.  A few of them stood as close as they could to the fence and tried 
to reach us.  ‘Food,’ they seemed to say.  When they had assessed we were no 
threat and had nothing to offer, they slowly moved away and started grazing.  We 
continued walking. 
 
* * * * * 
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It was just completely normal.  He did have arthritis, but 
it only flared up once a year.  He suffered from the odd 
ailment just like everybody else.  Yet I wouldn’t say he 
was in excellent health.  I would say he did have a 
compromised immune system to begin with and that’s 
why he ended up disabled and bedridden over a period 
of eight years and fought a constant battle to get well 
again.  We went bankrupt because of his health and we 
got ourselves into debt.  We borrowed money and he 
just couldn’t work. 
DC Bosomworth  Right. 
Solicitor Sorry to interrupt.  You said, ‘we went bankrupt.’  Is that 
right? 
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JA Well, no.  The bankruptcy was in his name, Paul 
Anderson. 
DC Bosomworth  So how did Paul get into debt himself then? 
JA We had borrowed money against the business 
succeeding. 
DC Bosomworth I don’t understand the bankruptcy laws.  It’s not really 
my forte, but I would think that if Paul had gone 
bankrupt, he must have owed money personally. 
JA    The business owed money. 
DC Bosomworth  Right. 
JA I mean we’d borrowed from the banks, who had happily 
given us bank loans based on our previous figures, 
which were good, but his health started to decline.  
There was every indication the business would 
succeed.  We had built up debt that we couldn’t now 
repay so the only option was to go bankrupt.  It was 
devastating.  The only reason for the bankruptcy was 
because he had a disease.   
DC Bosomworth  So it was almost a downing process from ’95. 
JA From ’95 I watched my husband decline and I started 
reading about his disease and I talked to around four 
hundred people who either have ME/Chronic fatigue 
syndrome or are carers.  I was involved with the support 
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group in Harrogate.  I just thought, I’ve got to find out.  I 
went on the Internet constantly. 
DC Bosomworth  About that particular disease? 
JA About this disease.  I wondered why the doctors were 
reacting this way because every test he had came back 
saying that there was nothing wrong with him. 
DC Bosomworth  And that in itself would be upsetting, I take it? 
JA It was devastating for both of us because we both knew 
he was ill. He wasn’t the person that I had married.  
 
* * * * * 
 
March 2002 
 One of the nurses was coming from the doctors’ practice to take blood.  He 
had asked for it and wanted to eliminate other causes of his illness.  All I could 
think was, what else is there to eliminate?  She arrived.  She was tight-framed, 
dark-haired, practical and friendly.  She looked at him with sympathy.   
‘How long have you been like this?’ she said in a soothing voice.   
‘For nearly seven years now, and getting worse.’ he replied.   
She was holding his arm, looking for a vein to insert the needle.   
‘Not much of a life stuck in bed is it.’ she said.   
‘The doctors have been so dismissive.’ I said.   
‘Yes,’ she said, ‘you’re being treated like the cancer patients of the 1950s.’   
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We did not answer.  She stuck a plaster on his arm and left.  I could feel the cruelty 
of it all.  I bit my lip and asked him again as I had before.   
‘Why can’t you cure yourself.  Your IQ is 192 for God’s sake?’   
He looked at the ceiling.   
‘What do you think I’m trying to do?’   
I picked up some clothes which were drying on the radiator and started 
folding them into tight squares.  He was motionless.  Then it felt like a breeze was 
in the room; a cup from his bedside flew through the air.   It crashed onto the floor 
on the other side of the room and I went over and picked up the pieces.   
‘I would need a budget of millions, a laboratory and a team of scientists.  It 
would take years of research to find a cure.’   
His words trailed off.  I looked outside.  March.  It was windy and the yellow 
daffodils were crushing together as if for warmth.   
 I went to him.  ‘Stay alive, please.  They will find what it is.’  He looked at me 
– there was fear in him.  He had once told me he could hear the grass growing, his 
hearing was so acute.  I could not imagine but only witness the pain he was in.  
Why did it have to be him?  Why did it have to be us? 
 
* * * * * 
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JA  He was losing his health and he was battling.  He tried 
everything.  We spent hundreds of pounds on over-the-
counter products at Boots the chemist.  I knew the 
pharmacist because I was always in there.  We went to 
herbal shops and he was still well enough to take a 
gentle stroll in the countryside, which he loved.   
 
* * * * * 
 
March 1997 
 The tall slender pines rose up around us and stretched before us.  The walk 
was uphill, our feet crunched on a soft bed of pine cones that had disintegrated 
over many seasons.  The walk was soft and comfortable below our feet as if we 
were walking on a spongy carpet in our slippers.   We had done this walk many 
times and knew our reasons for the expedition.  As we walked we would collect 
pine cones and smell their pungent scent.  The air was crisp and fresh.  We held 
hands in the soft silence of the pine wood.  A wood pigeon shuttled ahead of us 
and disappeared into a canopy of pine.  Onwards we climbed. 
 We reached our goal among the pines in a clearing and upon its surface 
glided two swans, this was their home and they were the only occupants.  A male 
and a female, they arched their long, white necks and entwined and left each other 
and met again.  Their nest was in the centre of the lake – a tiny island with twigs, 
branches, bits and pieces interwoven together.  The swans glided to us and raised 
their wings slightly as if in greeting.  We sat next to each other at the edge of the 
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lake and admired them.  Something stirred among the tall trunks of the trees on a 
hill above the lake.   We strained our eyes and Paul got out the binoculars.  A roe 
deer unaware of us walked out and grazed on the slopes. 
 A robin fluttered down and hopped before us, we searched our pockets, the 
swans moved closer – we had some chocolate and broke off a few pieces.  It 
pecked rapidly at the flakes of coca, it’s bright, scarlet breast like a serviette tied 
around its neck.  The swans were too late and drifted to the other side of the lake, 
looking absent minded.  They took off in flight with their white wings flapping above 
us.  The roe deer startled, shot back into the woods and completely out of sight.  
We looked at each other.  
 ‘Skimmer,’ he said. 
 ‘Yes,’ I said. 
We looked around and found some small, flat stones at the lake’s edge and 
skimmed them across the surface of the lake.  Soon the fresh air echoed with our 
laughter. 
 
* * * * * 
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JA We would do five miles, then it was four, then it was 
three, then it was two then it was one and then it was a 
hundred yards.  In the end it was no yards at all, so that 
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was that.  Twenty-five per cent of people who get the 
disease end up very seriously disabled and my 
husband was one of them.  I believe that this is 
because they initially have a compromised immune 
system.  He did have a history of arthritis and those 
types of conditions, so this virus was able to enter his 
system and ruin his immune system. 
DC Bosomworth Have you been told that, or is it something you’ve 
worked out for yourself or...? 
JA This is my own assessment.  We saw various 
consultants at Harrogate District Hospital and I started 
going to every appointment with him because he 
needed support.  I felt that this was the right thing to do 
because that’s what the ME Association says. 
DC Bosomworth  And was he asking the right questions do you think? 
JA Yes, I thought so.  The disease is recognised by the 
World Health Organisation but it was not really 
recognised by the British Medical Profession until 2002, 
when the government issued a White Paper informing 
doctors that they had to take ME/CFS seriously.   
DC Bosomworth  It was a constant battle by the sound of it. 
JA    Physically, it was a constant battle for him. 
DC Bosomworth  Do you have any medical qualifications yourself? 
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JA No, I never wanted to know about this disease.  We 
both said we would never wish this disease upon 
anyone.  I have never seen that level of pain and it 
wasn’t until I started reading about it that I knew he 
wasn’t lying. 
DC Bosomworth  Right, I’m with you, but you never doubted him? 
JA No.  Obviously, there were moments because I’m 
human and we had our debates and arguments but we 
had a very healthy marriage.  One GP took me to one 
side and said he was making it up in his head.  I called 
the North Yorkshire Health Authority and they said I 
should get out of that surgery now.  I went to see a 
psychiatrist who works at the surgery and told her 
exactly what he’d been saying.  Last year, the surgeon 
general got the most letters ever received about this 
particular disease.   
DC Bosomworth  Can I ask you again about the last 12 months? 
JA    Yes, he had taken up fishing but couldn’t cast anymore. 
DC Bosomworth  Right, was that fly casting? 
JA Yes.  He loved it.  He could only go about once every 
ten days; he’d just stagger up.  I drove him.  He would 
throw up.  I’d have to open the car door for him. 
 
* * * * * 
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June 2002 
His rod hit the ground and he shouted, ‘Blast.’  His face was red with fury.  
He bashed the rod again against the bank of the reservoir. ‘Blast, blast.’  Down it 
went.  His hair was on end.  He did not notice the anglers scattered around the 
banks watching him.  He glanced at me – my eyes rolled and I looked away.  I did 
not want to look like I was with him.  I wanted to distance myself.  I felt my face 
burn.  I wished I was in a different country.  He bashed the rod again and, leaving it 
on the bank, he marched away.   
He had taken up fishing on his fortieth birthday.  He spent that birthday in 
bed, but when he could get up again, he went fishing.  His father had given him a 
beginner’s rod as a present.  The idea was that fishing would be good for his health 
on the premise that doctors recommend fishing to stroke victims.  I went with him.  
It was a day out together.  I read a book or daydreamed.   
Leighton Reservoir, which covered about a hundred acres, became our 
most frequent water hole.  A local man had a hut there in the anglers’ car park 
where he sold flies and reels.  We became friends with him.  The reservoir sits at 
the top of a chain of reservoirs feeding down from Pateley Moor and providing the 
water supply for Bradford.  In places it is a hundred feet deep, dug out from the 
surrounding moorland hills which rise up all around the water.  It is stocked with 
rainbow trout and brownies, some of them weighing about twenty pounds.  Bleak, 
stark hills of short moorland grass rise to the horizon.  A wood nudges the reservoir 
at the far end; beyond that is remote moorland.  Some years ago, an enthusiastic 
hiker discovered a skeleton on those moors.  When the forensic scientists 
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examined the bones they found out that they belonged to a male who had lain 
there undisturbed since the 1950s.  The cause of death was unknown, but it was 
probably exposure.  No wallet or identification documents were ever found, so his 
name and the reason why he was there remain a mystery.   
Most of the anglers who frequented the reservoir were Geordies who 
travelled down for the day.  There was a quiet, understated friendliness on these 
banks that made fishing there convenient.    
Paul had read about the type of flies to use and the best weeks of the 
season from angling magazines.  We had been to the local angling shop in Ripon 
and became acquainted with the owner, Roland and his colleagues. They fished 
locally and told us about Leighton and the other places to go.  From then on they 
provided a change of company.  The camaraderie of the anglers was something 
we both savoured.  It was an escape for an afternoon, often turning into evening. 
But now casting was starting to become impossible.  He got stabbing pain 
when he lifted his arms.  He sat down beside me.  We looked at the dormant rod.  
The anglers still watched in curiosity, waiting for another fit.  I could not blame 
them.  They hoped for some more action on this quiet spring day.  It was June. 
He knew I was peeved, embarrassed.  ‘Shall we go?’ I suggested.  He 
looked back at the water and the rod and stood up again.  He walked back to it and 
tried another cast, this time the line hit the water.  The watching anglers returned to 
their own fishing.  I heaved a sigh.   
There were no fish that day.  He could not get the line out far enough.  We 
packed up our things.  As we walked alongside the reservoir we engaged in our 
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usual conversation with the anglers whom we passed, dotted about on the banks.  
It was always the same comfortable words about how many they had caught. 
And then a tall Geordie lad approached us.  He was swinging four trout in 
his hands.  He said, ‘I’ve got too many, I can only take two; you have none.  
Please.’  He held out two of the trout and we accepted.   
There weren’t many fishing trips after that one.  Instead, he ordered a 
clamp, feathers, twine, sparkly material from a catalogue and made flies in bed.  
He said he was confident he would return.  I replied, ‘Yes. You will.’  He watched 
an angling programme on satellite television.  It featured fishing worldwide in the 
first world.  He became particularly attached to the Australian fishermen and 
fascinated by the fish in those waters.  He also liked the programme, ‘Two Men in a 
Boat.’  It featured half an hour of a fishing trip and they always had a bottle of red 
wine or two in their boat. 
 
* * * * * 
 
They decided to get out of the rat race, to live in an isolated cottage away from 
people so that they could work from home in peace and tranquility.  They shared 
the work.  They had a joint business; she was the administrator and he was the 
translator. 
 
 
Gradually, you may think that they were drawn into an unusual world where 
everything centred around him and his illness.  Not going out.  No friends round. 
No drinks at the pub.  No going to the club, the pictures or whatever it is.  It was, in 
its way, you may think the strongest and most loyal of relationships.  It was the 
wish of Paul and Jill went along with it.  They broke off all contact with the family, 
and that, you may think, is the background to the tragedy.     
 
 
From the Defence’s closing speech 
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* * * * * 
 
Tape 1     31st July 2003   11.24 – 
12.00  
continued 
DC Bosomworth So when did that stop?  When was the last time he 
went fishing? 
JA    When he couldn’t cast anymore. 
DC Bosomworth  Right.  Do you know how long ago that was? 
JA About thirteen months.  He started to get less 
movement in his upper back around that time and he 
was starting to get suicidal with the pain.  I didn’t blame 
him. He made his first suicide attempt and I got him 
quickly to Harrogate District Hospital.  He was 
diagnosed with a frozen shoulder. Looking at his state 
of mind, most of the time he was positive and happy, 
but he’d just have these dips where the pain was so 
vicious that he’d feel suicidal. 
DC Bosomworth  He’d had enough. 
JA Yes, that’s what the doctors said to us.  And then they’d 
save him and I would bring him home and the pain 
continued. 
DC Bosomworth  How was he after that?  Did he perk up a bit or not? 
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JA No, because he was declining and I think his immune 
system was packing in.  Now I’ve got time to think about 
it, because I was his carer for eight years.  I was 
blinkered.  I couldn’t see how serious it was.  He was 
still constantly finding new hobbies.  He loved 
gardening. We did the gardening at the other cottage, 
Rose Cottage and we loved it.  We tended the 
vegetable garden together.  He was well enough to do 
that but when we moved to Westowe Cottage he rarely 
ever went into the garden which gave me an indication 
of how ill he was becoming. 
DC Bosomworth  Indeed, he made you that table didn’t he? 
JA    He made that table when we first moved in. 
DC Bosomworth  Into Westowe Cottage? 
 
* * * * * 
 
October 1999 
 We went to a local timber yard; which we had found by asking the locals.  
The yard was down a muddy track through pine woods near us.  We wished we 
had a 4 by 4 as our second hand Vauxhall bumped along the track.  We got out 
and looked around.  We were standing in the yard of what must have been a 
former farmhouse with outbuildings, stacks of wood were everywhere and we could 
hear electric saws.  There were about nine men working in the yard, stacking 
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wood, driving fork-lift vehicles or having a cigarette.  From the buildings, we could 
hear the hum of saws.  The air was full of wood chippings and the sensuous smell 
of newly cut wood.  A young man greeted us, big and sturdy with a bright red nose, 
reddish-brown hair and crinkly blue eyes.  He smiled revealing crooked teeth.  He 
was dressed, like all the others, in a combination of worn-out working clothes, 
ragged woollen sweater, ripped up trousers stuffed into wellington boots and 
gloves cut off at the fingers. 
 ‘We’re making a table,’ Paul said. 
 We had moved into a new cottage called Westowe and Paul had overnight 
come back to me, his energy had returned, his face was pink again and we had 
danced around the living room on our first night.  He had set up the computers in 
our new office, made shelves for a downstairs storage room and we delighted with 
the old Aga in the kitchen.  It was cream and ancient and fired by wood and coal.  I 
had tested it and the whole cottage bubbled as the Aga heated the water in the 
pipes.  It had become so hot that we had opened the windows to cool the air. 
 Paul handed the young man an A4 sheet of paper with the required number 
of planks and their exact measurements.  He had spent the previous evening 
working out the number of pieces of wood he would need to make a table and 
benches ready for sitting out on a summer’s evening.  There was a small paved 
area beyond a large porch at the back door.  In this porch that doubled up as a 
conservatory we would grow tomatoes in the years to come. 
 The young man took Paul’s sheet of paper and disappeared into one of the 
buildings.  We were unsure of what to do, so we walked around the yard and 
chatted to the various men working there.  Paul went over to one of the wood 
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stacks and lifted a plank.  An insect scuttled out and disappeared into the next 
layer of planks. 
 Later, after we had driven home with wood poking out of the car windows, 
we went to the garage and I held the planks as Paul systematically measured 
them, marked different sections with a pencil, and used his electric drill to make the 
holes for the nails.  He hammered and drilled all night as I did what he told me and 
brought relays of beverage to him.   
 The day turned to night, and light on the horizon faded.  I switched the light 
on in the garage.  Paul continued to work, and the next day too and on the third 
day we carried a picnic table and two benches to the outdoor paved area and sat 
down in the tranquillity surrounding us.  The table and benches were rigid and 
stable, every piece of wood exact and precise.  We held hands across the table 
and smiled. 
 
* * * * * 
 
 
Tape 1     31st July 2003   11.24 – 
12.00  
continued 
JA His health picked up for a few days and it was quite 
extraordinary.  It was obviously a relapse.  I can’t  
remember its proper medical name. 
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Solicitor   A remission. 
JA A remission.  And we thought we were on the way, that 
he was turning a corner but it didn’t happen and he 
continued to decline. 
DC Bosomworth So can you go through the events which happened 
when he came back home. 
JA He was still in a lot of pain and they told him he had 
frozen shoulder. The good news was the consultant 
said it would ease off.  As far as I’m aware, it’s a very 
painful condition.  He’d also developed a neck condition 
that gave him discomfort and he blamed himself for 
that.  I said, ‘You can’t blame yourself.’ but he did.  He 
said he came downstairs one night and just stretched 
his neck up and it clicked and that caused him more 
pain.  He was diagnosed with osteoporosis, that’s on 
his medical records.  It was a combination of diseases 
at the end.  He had previously been mobile enough to 
prevent this because he was moving around the house.  
He was conscious that he had to get some movement 
back into his muscles.  He always longed for a healthy 
body. 
 
DC Bosomworth  How long ago was that then? 
JA    Eight months possibly. 
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DC Bosomworth  And what effect did that have? 
JA It was devastating for both of us.  All we wanted was 
recovery because now he not only had a sore neck and 
a frozen shoulder, he had all of the other symptoms too.  
He’d suffered Irritable Bowel Syndrome (IBS) which 
eased off, then he had frozen shoulder, but in the 
meantime he was still getting pain in other areas of his 
body and these pains stayed throughout his illness. 
DC Bosomworth So what physical effect did the frozen shoulder have on 
him?  What could he do at that time? 
JA He just started doing less and less.  He had to develop 
other interests; reading books, magazines, watching 
TV. 
DC Bosomworth  So he was moving around the house at this time? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth I’m aware that he had a further suicide attempt this 
year. 
JA Yes, he declined greatly in this past year.  Every 
summer he’d taken an active interest in birds even 
though he was confined to bed.  He read books and 
shared what he had read with me.  I learned all about 
the birds, their names and habitats but this summer, for 
the first time ever, he had very little interest in them. 
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* * * * * 
 
April 2003 
 I noticed him listening to something and he told me what he could hear.  
There was a squawking sound from the far wall below the bedroom window.  It 
would rise into high pitch and then descend again.  He said it was the sound of 
chicks as they waited for their parents to bring them food.  He struggled to sit up 
and we looked out of the window, scanning the area below.  It was not long before 
we spotted an adult in flight and heard chirping as it alighted with food.  A nest of 
Blue Tits was lodged in a crevice of the wall of the cottage.  He sent me out into 
the yard and I peeked at the chicks and ran back upstairs.  I told him what I had 
witnessed.  Four or five Blue Tit chicks, soft balls of fluffy down with tiny beaks and 
perfect talons had greeted me when I located the gap in the wall.  I had been 
guided by their chattering. 
 I waited so long it seemed for him to lift himself out.  He swung out slowly, 
feet first; he had an action, a sort of a flip.  His feet were bird’s talons as they 
curled around the bed frame and gave him leverage.  He could only use his arms 
as levers, from the elbow to the fingers.  His shoulders were locking, making 
movement in his upper torso almost impossible.     
 In 1999 he had planned to put a camera in the bird box. He attached it to a 
tree within view of our bedroom window.  He was going to trail the cables to the TV 
and then we could watch the whole process of nesting, brooding, hatching, birth, 
growth and flight.  We had fantasised about this experience, as we watched wildlife 
documentaries. 
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I did not look at him.  His face was white-grey.  We went downstairs.  I went 
quickly; he followed.  I waited, shifting about, at the bottom of the stairs.  He 
brushed past me.   
We went outside.  I walked quickly to the nest and waited for him.  He 
shuffled behind me and when he reached the nest he said, ‘Come on then, come 
on then.  Rise and shine.’  The chicks immediately responded.  They chatted and 
jostled for our attention.  There were two older, fatter ones at the front and three 
younger, skinnier ones at the back.     
We returned to the cottage.  The visit to the chicks all seemed to take a long 
time.  I wanted to be patient.  He snorted as he walked past, not so much a snort 
as a semi-sneer or sigh.  He walked into the lounge, crumbled into the chair by the 
window and looked out into the yard.  I followed.  The action of sitting was agony 
for him.  I couldn’t think of anything to say so I said.  ‘I’ve sewn poppies for you in 
the garden this year, they’ll be up soon.’  ‘Thanks.’ he said.  He continued to stare 
blankly out of the window and, without looking at me, said, ‘I’m fucked.’  I got up 
and went to him.  I knelt down and put my hands around one of his skinny ankles, 
then I let go.  He got up and, as he passed me, he touched my hair. 
 
* * * * * 
 
Next the suicide note … the note that was found at the house.  It is nothing to do 
with this attempt, but an earlier one.  
 
From the Defence’s closing speech 
 
‘To my darling Jill,  
I love you more than I could ever say. 
I’m so sorry.  I just can’t stand the pain anymore. 
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Thank you for everything you have done for me. 
Please try to have the best life you can. 
I love you forever. 
Your loving Paul.’ 
 
 
(Paul’s suicide note to me from the first suicide attempt involving mouse poison.) 
 
 
 
* * * * * 
 
Tape 1     31st July 2003   11.24 – 
12.00  
continued 
DC Bosomworth Now we’ve been in here for thirty minutes, I’m just going 
to cover the last suicide attempt, not the one where he 
died, but the suicide attempt before and it’s going to be 
upsetting for you.   
JA I started sleeping downstairs because he was in so 
much pain and I heard him staggering around upstairs.  
No, I’m sorry that’s wrong. 
DC Bosomworth  Take your time Jill it’s alright. 
JA We had a wonderful relationship.  I was still sleeping 
upstairs.  I remember that second suicide attempt 
because what struck me was that it was a completely 
normal evening.  We’d had our conversation.  We liked 
watching the movies together, all of the normal things 
couples do and a nice goodnight kiss.  I woke up at 
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about three a.m. or four a.m. and he was staggering 
around the bedroom, walking into wardrobes.  I 
panicked and said ‘What have you done?’ but he 
couldn’t talk to me.  He was completely in a daze so I 
called the ambulance immediately and got him rushed 
to hospital.  They took all the medication that was in the 
bedside cabinet and hooked him up to lots of machines.  
They then did lots of blood tests and discovered he’d 
taken too much zoplicone among other pills. 
DC Bosomworth  Was that paracetamol? 
JA Paul didn’t know and neither did I, whether he’d taken 
paracetamol that night, because he was in so much 
pain.  They kept him in hospital as a precaution but he 
hadn’t taken enough to cause himself harm.   
DC Bosomworth  Did he leave a note at that time? 
JA No, I don’t think so, but we were now entering a period 
where there were other suicide attempts and I didn’t call 
an ambulance.  I just saved him by persuading him to 
live.  When we got to Harrogate District Hospital it was 
the same doctor that had attended to him on the night 
of the suicide and they put him on life support again and 
he just slept it off.  I went home briefly and came back 
to collect him later on.  He was in the bed waiting for me 
and he just said, ‘I’m so sorry.’  And I said, ‘I know 
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you’re in pain, don’t worry.’  Then I brought him home 
again.   
 
* * * * * 
 
February 2003 
He needed to go to the bathroom at Westowe Cottage.  He slowly edged his 
legs out of bed.  Carefully, he was able to swing out.  His feet touched the dark 
green, acrylic carpet with its plain pink flowers.  He found a pair of slippers.  He 
had owned several pairs over the last eight years.  The slippers were navy blue 
with a fleece lining and, even though they were six months old, they looked much 
older or more worn.   
He slept on the left side of the bed, away from the door to the room.  The 
other side was my side.  On his side was a window, smaller than another one 
opposite him.  This window looked out on to the landlord’s fields.  The land beyond 
the lane fell away.  It felt as if the cottage was on level ground, but here the land 
also sloped downward.  The fields were surrounded by rolling hills and in the far 
distance were the North Yorkshire moors.  When the sky was clear, it was possible 
to see the White Horse, etched into the cliffs of Sutton Bank.  It had been the 
brainchild of a local schoolmaster in the 1850s and at his command his pupils had 
marked out the horse and then filled it with white pebbles.  The closest field he 
could see out of the window was probably a three acre oblong, with the cottage at 
its upper most point.  The cottage was in a section of the field which was now 
fenced off.  It had a garage at the back which was reached by passing through a 
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white gate and crossing over a gravelled yard.  On the left-hand side there was a 
small garden with a giant oak tree at its centre.  A shaded, peaceful garden 
surrounded by fields with the only other house visible belonging to our neighbours, 
a childless couple who were private but not unfriendly.  They lived in a big old 
farmhouse positioned diagonally to the lane, so that they had seclusion.  They ran 
the family animal feed business and were out for most of the day. 
Paul put on his slippers and went to the bathroom where he bathed and 
shaved.  He did not want to ask for help.  He combed his hair by bending down.  
He was having difficulty lifting his arms up to his head so he was getting used to 
inventing new ways of manoeuvring around the cottage.   
The cottage had been a farm shed and its conversion was slapdash.  It was 
a small whitewashed cottage with a red tiled roof and a white picket gate.  The 
internal walls were painted magnolia and no surface was even or flat, all the 
stonework was lopsided.  The bedroom was above the lounge.  Both were big 
rooms, the bedroom floor sloped and sagged in the middle, but the room was 
warm.  In one corner there was an old chest of drawers.  Placed on top was a 
white fluffy teddy bear and Hooty, the toy owl.  There was a russet pine framed 
window that looked out onto a large, old chestnut tree.   
He knew the tree intimately; each branch, each season.  Now it was bare.  
In the autumn, the children from the architect’s mansion nearby, would sneak up to 
it and knock its branches for conkers.  He had heard their raucous laughter as they 
collected their bounty.  It reminded him of his childhood adventures; the excitement 
of returning home carrying secret treasures, a bag full of conkers to show his father 
and mother.  The tree stood on a boundary of a field belonging to the neighbour’s 
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property on the narrow lane that ran between us.  The field sloped upwards and 
attracted ducks, geese and hens that spent most of their time squabbling and 
looking for food.  He could only see the tree from his bed and not the lane.  At 
night, he could glimpse the shadow of the owls when they chose the chestnut tree 
in which to watch and wait, hooting.  He liked owls; Barn owls, Little owls, Tawny 
owls. We were mostly visited by Tawny owls in the chestnut tree.   
 One Sunday he was bored of being in bed.  He insisted on going out and 
the determination was etched on his face.  He allowed me to dress him.  I slipped a 
shirt over his head and buttoned it, adding a chunky woollen sweater and jeans.  I 
put his outdoor jacket on top.  The bones in his arms were cracking and creaking 
as he lifted each arm to accept the sleeves.  He looked at me, 
‘I’m clicking and a-clacking.’ he said.   
His outdoor GoreTex jacket was bright green with a purple collar.  It looked 
Scandinavian.  He could not lace up his brown leather walking boots.  He had 
polished them when he first bought them, but now they were caked in mud.  He let 
me lace up his boots.  I felt guilty.  I should have cleaned them for him, but there 
were so many other priorities.  I then put on my own boots but he was impatient. 
‘Chop, chop.’ he said. 
 ‘Almost ready.’ I said.   
‘Why is spontaneity so difficult for you?’ 
‘Because I’ve got a million other things to do, alright.  My brain is jammed.’ 
I fetched the car, a silver Ford Fiesta, out of the garage.  The reverse gear 
crunched because I had yanked it too hard.  He walked to the garage as I reversed 
out.  I waited for him to get in.  He looked like a little old man.   
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‘I’m a shadow of my former self.’ he said. 
 He was irritated and difficult.  He was going to lose it.  I knew that.  He had 
found something to pick a fight about and said he wasn’t going after all.  He got out 
of the car, slammed the door and stood looking out into the fields from the yard.  
There were a few scraggy crows in flight.  More birds were perched on the 
surrounding fences looking at us, one of them had a half-eaten worm hanging from 
its beak.  The cows grazing in the fields ignored us.  He pursed his lips and 
clambered back into the car.  I fiddled in the glove compartment to keep my anger 
in check.  
‘Come on, let’s not waste the day,’ I said, ‘it was your idea.’ 
‘I know.’ he replied. 
We started the journey, turning right into the lane.  He was slumped in the 
front passenger seat.  It was a familiar route over Pateley Moor.  We knew this 
moorland road in detail, as we had driven along it countless times.  It was about 
eight miles to Pateley Bridge up a long stretch of the lane.  The route wound 
around green fields and pine woods.  Farmhouses punctuated the landscape.  The 
lane was edged by slate-grey stone walls, slabs of stone integrated into walls for 
centuries.  There were dry stone wall building competitions at least once a year in 
the area.  As we approached the moors we drove past a country pub called the 
‘Drovers Inn.’  I had been in it once.  When we were past the pub, we drove over a 
cattle grid and onto the moors.  The landscape was a vivid purple in August when 
the heather flowered.  Now it was green and murky-grey with soggy dark brown 
bracken lacing through the rough short moorland grass.  Ragged sheep grazed on 
it.  They looked abandoned and their coats sometimes hung off them as if they had 
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walked through barbed wire fences and their fleeces had been mauled.  They 
roamed free on the moor like gypsies or nomads, used to living rough in the 
bleakest weather. 
We had spent so many hours exploring this region.  The bird population was 
mostly grouse, lapwings, curlews, partridge and soaring kestrels, fleeting sparrow 
hawks and snipe.  In the past, he had watched eagerly for any sighting of the local 
wildlife – birds, stoats and weasels.  He would make up stories about them; give 
them names, occupations and personalities.  He had lost interest now and gripped 
the dashboard with one hand and his stomach with the other.  We drove on in 
silence.   
It was wild and free.  He knew I wanted to shout Heathcliffe when we 
crossed Pateley Moor because I usually did.  If I said it again I knew he would 
shake his head.  It was not so far from Haworth, approximately thirty miles to the 
south-west.  We had been in the area for eight years but still had not visited 
Haworth.  He would have liked to have gone.  I felt him looking at my face and I 
knew he was worried about me and the stress his illness was causing me.  The 
regret between us was palpable. 
We arrived.  Tranquillity abounded.  Here at least was one of the quiet limits 
of the world.  There was virtually no traffic and few people.  It was the open moor 
and the open road.  Sometimes, if we travelled to Dallowgill moor and took another 
winding road up onto the moors, it was possible not to see anyone at all and it felt 
as if no one else existed.   Dallowgill Moor had one claim to fame; Bing Crosby had 
shot grouse on it.  It had concrete hides strewn over it ready for the glorious twelfth 
when the guns would ring out again over the moors.  Nearby, was a monument 
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marking the place where the last wolf in the North of England had been killed 
around 1850 or so.   
As we reached higher ground the air became colder and icier.  The moor 
looked tired of winter.  It seemed to be flagging from the storms, gales, biting frosts 
and snow.  It was ravaged and sore.  I felt the moors were moody, like me.  Bits 
and pieces of spent fern tumbled around on the road in front of us.  The sky was 
washed-out grey blue with a hint of yellow and thin wispy clouds raced above.  He 
hardly noticed.  I was aware he was hanging onto himself, gripping and slouched.  
He was focussed on just getting there.  I drove slowly.  He would have finished the 
route in half the time if he was driving.  I could not remember the last time he had 
driven.  At least, his barking commands were no longer- a mild compensation.  He 
let me drive without comment.  He gripped the dashboard harder.   
We crossed over the final cattle grid which took us off the moor and on to 
the road that stretched to Pateley Bridge.  The ground was still high and we were 
among a crisscross grid of stone walls and fields with no trees.  There was the odd 
hawthorn bush bent by a gale.   We passed a few grouse and partridge perched on 
the stone walls staring back at us morosely.  Their feathers were fluffed up to keep 
out the chill wind that whipped across the land.  Their necks and faces were bent 
into their breasts with only their beaks protruding; but the sky and the landscape 
stretched into infinity and the place had a sense of forever.  The roads had been 
pathways for monks in earlier centuries selling their wares between Fountains 
Abbey, Bolton Abbey and Jervaulx Abbey.  Castle Bolton where Mary Queen of 
Scots had been imprisoned was not far away.     
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We reached the top of the hill where Pateley Bridge lay stretched out before 
us.  It is a small Yorkshire market town, carved into the valley, with a reputation for 
wool and tin mining.  Its houses are constructed in grey Yorkshire stone.  We 
always paused at this point to survey the town below and its lattice work of streets.  
Smoke billowed from some of the chimneys.  It was easy to spot the former 
workhouse, a large, protruding, rectangular building of three storeys sitting at the 
top of one of the streets.  How many stories would a building like that hold?    He 
was not looking any more.  He laid back in the car seat with his eyes closed.  I 
peeked at him.  We were silent. 
We started the descent and negotiated the steep hill road with sharp bends 
that led into the high street.  Tourism had taken over and the street was a medley 
of shops providing entertainment.  There were several antique shops, a pet shop, a 
shop that only sold sweets and claimed to be the oldest sweetie shop in England, 
two butchers stating that they had the best meat in town, a grocery store run by a 
team of grumpy sisters, a variety of tea shops and eating places.  There was a 
‘greasy spoon’ – that was the best place to eat – no one bothered you and you 
could sit there lost in your own thoughts.  There was a pub, The Crown.  He had 
played snooker there when we first moved to Pateley Bridge in 1995.  On the first 
Christmas we spent in Pateley, we bought presents for our families at the art 
gallery on the high street.  The shops were uniform in appearance, grey stone with 
white bay windows, green or red awnings, and flower baskets adorning most of 
them.  There was a hairdresser, an electrical appliance shop, a bank branch, a 
building society, a posh upholstery shop and the new addition of an Indian 
restaurant.  At the bottom of the street there was a Co-op and newsagents.  The 
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people were friendly in these shops.  Beyond the shops was the river that sliced 
through the town.  It was a small river, but had a tendency to overflow in the winter 
and flood the bottom of the high street.  Once or twice it had been impossible to 
cross over the bridge.  The bridge spanned the river and the town petered out from 
this point.  Over the bridge there was a showground used for the Pateley 
agricultural show in September and as a caravan site over bank holidays.  There 
was a park with a children’s play area, war memorial and bandstand opposite the 
site.  The park lead to a large permanent caravan site screened from the town by 
wooded areas.  The high street finally ended with a few other speciality shops and 
a petrol station, a garage and a rival pub, The Royal Oak. 
We parked in the visitors’ car park at the bottom of the hill before the bridge 
and in front of the river and the café that hugged the river bank.  He said nothing.  
He sank back in the seat as I climbed out and bought a parking ticket.  He waited 
as I went around to the passenger side of the car and opened the door for him to 
get out.  He slowly removed his body from the interior of the car, gripping me as he 
rose up.  I wanted to peel him off.  We were tense.  I saw the hairdresser locking 
up her shop and fading into the distance.   
He took my arm and leaned on me as we started to walk back up the high 
street that we had just driven down.  We looked into the shop windows as we had 
done many times before, each step was hesitant and shaky but I guided him.  We 
entered one of the antique shops near the top of the hill.  It was difficult to 
remember how enthusiastic and filled with hope for the future we had been when 
we first set eyes on this street so long ago.   
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His spirits lifted.  I watched him take pleasure in the furniture, the wood and 
all the ancient objects.  If he could, he would fill our home with such treasures.  He 
examined the display: brasses, pictures, books, chairs, tables, cabinets of all 
shapes and sizes, bowls, china, ornaments, stuffed animals in glass cases, 
fascinating pieces like surgeons’ scissors from the eighteenth century, and tiffany 
lamps, ancient linen, lace and silk scarves.  There were glass cases of sparkling 
jewellery and we imagined the histories of the necklaces, earrings, gold rings and 
brooches that people had worn in another time.  The shop was an Aladdin’s cave 
of curios and ‘brocante.’   
He walked over to an ornate writing desk, made from cedar or rosewood.  It 
was beautifully crafted, carved and intricately designed.  He ran his hands over it 
and turned the key, releasing the flat top that made it into a writing desk.  Between 
us, we pulled out the drawers and each glided out smoothly.  Each drawer had a 
tiny key sitting in an ornate gold lock.  We examined all of the compartments and 
visualised the ink, the crisp writing paper, the letters, the cheque book, bills, quills, 
glue, elastic bands, paper clips and feathers.  We mused over when it was owned 
and used.  The shop assistant was a stout, homely woman with a friendly grin. We 
asked her the price.  She replied, ‘Three hundred and forty pounds.’   
Then he turned to me and said,  
‘Would you like me to buy it for you when I’m well?’ 
I smiled.  
We left the shop and he could walk no further up the hill.  We went back 
down again.  He was wobbly and stumbling.  He used me to prop him up.  He did 
not want to see anyone that we knew.  He did not want to stand in the cold on the 
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street and have to make small talk.  He was not the man I had married.  I wanted 
that one back.  He wanted that one back.  The one that was active, eager and 
alive, not this body.  He was irritated and snappy.  We reached the car and he had 
to let me help him in.  He looked back up at me from the passenger seat; despair 
belonged to him.     
The journey home was quiet.  We said nothing to each other as there was 
nothing to say.  Only the hum of the car engine could be heard as it went back over 
the cold, silent moors now edged with darker skies as the light dimmed.  He was 
exhausted.  I looked at him slumped in the passenger seat as his physical disease 
took its toll.  It was a short trip.  He had only been out for about one hour and a half 
but it was as if he had climbed several hills and walked many miles.   
We pulled into the yard at the cottage and he had to wait for me to lift him 
out of the car and then he had to use me as a walking stick to the front door.  He 
climbed the stairs back up to the ‘prison’ and managed to undress himself.  It was 
a last surge of energy before he flopped back into bed.  I did my usual routine, 
putting the car away, opening the coal bunker and bashing the coal until the bucket 
was full.  Then I prepared the fire downstairs, something he had shown me how to 
do; he had grown up with an open fire on a council estate.   
I eventually brought him his dinner and we snuggled down for the evening. 
 
* * * * * 
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Tape 2     31st  July 2003   12.26 – 
13.07  
DC Bosomworth Just at the end of the last interview Jill, you mentioned 
that there had been other suicide attempts. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth Whereby you hadn’t contacted the emergency services 
and no one knew about them. 
JA    That’s right. 
DC Bosomworth  Would you mind telling me about those? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  Was that ‘yes you would mind’ or ‘yes you will tell me’? 
JA    I’ll tell you.  
DC Bosomworth  Thanks. 
JA My husband suggested to the medical profession that 
his disease was related to Gulf War syndrome and both 
diseases have a very high suicide rate which have been 
well documented.  Now he’s not with me, I’ve realised 
that he was in quite considerable physical decline. He 
was taking a lot of medication and in terrible pain.  He 
had tried anti-inflammatories and steroid injections.  I 
looked on the Internet and the only other treatment was 
using a laser.  We were waiting for an appointment to 
see another consultant when he died.  Prior to that, the 
last consultant who saw him told him that his cartilage 
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was welded together so, as you can imagine, this was 
completely devastating news after an eight year battle 
with his health where he’d had no improvement.  His 
health was in a long, slow decline and he still had 
terrible pains all over his body.  He still had frozen 
shoulders, his arms were starting to lock and his 
movement was becoming more and more reduced.  He 
was doing less and less because it was very painful and 
he had even stopped combing his hair.  I suppose that’s 
when he started contemplating suicide on a more 
regular basis and I don’t blame him.  I don’t see it as 
suicide but as escape from pain.  On one attempt, 
which was unreported, he went off to the car and 
managed to chop up the hosepipe in the garage and 
put it into the exhaust.   
DC Bosomworth  How long ago was that? 
JA I think it was about eight weeks ago.  In the end, I 
managed to persuade him to just keep going and the 
conversation was always ‘They might come up with a 
cure or gene therapy.  Just stay.’  We were waiting for 
scans and he was going to ask a consultant at the 
Friarage hospital for an M.R.I scan for his shoulders to 
see what type of damage had occurred and we looked 
on the Internet.  We thought it might be a rotation cuff 
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tear.  I could not blame him for wanting to die, he was 
terminally ill. 
 
* * * * * 
 
We invite you to conclude that Paul Anderson chose to end his own life.  You may 
be absolutely satisfied that Jill Anderson did nothing to encourage him in that.  You 
only have to look at the earlier suicide attempts; getting the ‘999’ call made and the 
ambulance to attend, or pulling the hose pipe out from the exhaust in the car.   
 
It was his decision to end his own life with dignity, not in a sterile hospital ward 
after more and more years of pain. 
 
 
From the Defence’s closing speech 
 
 
 
* * * * * 
 
June 2003 
Paul was angry.  He couldn’t help it.  He struggled out of bed, dressed 
himself and went downstairs.  He grabbed his keys from the set of brass hooks 
tucked on the wall between the lounge and the porch.  The hooks were on a brass 
plate that featured two ducks and a duckling walking along.  He had nailed it to the 
wall when we first moved into Westowe cottage.  All his limbs were failing.  He 
knew I was watching him from the lounge window.  He did not look.  It was June 
and the air was sweet but he hardly noticed.  I closed my eyes.    
I waited, maybe five or ten minutes then I followed.  Paul had entered the 
garage.  It was spacious with a solid concrete floor.  He took down a green 
hosepipe that hung on a nail in one corner.  He found a knife on the long work 
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bench that extended along the right-hand side of the garage and sliced off enough 
hosepipe.  He found a rag, then he attached the piece of pipe to the exhaust with 
the rag around it.  He struggled into the car and threaded the hose through the 
driver’s window, closed it and turned on the engine. 
He leaned back and closed his eyes.   
The door opened.  It was me.  I pulled out the pipe.  He ignored me and got 
out of the car and put the pipe back into the exhaust and got in.  I waited and then 
pulled out the hosepipe.  He got out and yelled: 
 ‘I want to die.’ 
 ‘You can’t.’ 
He listened as I gave him all the reasons to stay alive, ending with; 
‘The business will be a success, we’ll make money.  You’ll get well.’   
He screamed back.  ‘I hate you.’ 
His hackles rose and his face flamed red.  For the first time in our 
relationship he slapped my face, but it was only a tap.  We glared at each other.  I 
reeled with the contact.  He watched me as my face registered shock.  I stormed 
out of the garage.  I imagined him putting the hosepipe back into the exhaust and 
getting back into the car.  I paced around the cottage and returned to him.  I 
yanked out the hosepipe and opened the car door.    
I tugged at him and he moved away from me.  He levered himself out of the 
car and put the hosepipe back in and got back into the car.  I stood at the driver’s 
door, unsure of what to do. I walked around to the passenger side.  I thought of 
getting in and joining him.  Would it make it all easier, to fly away together, and 
forget it all?  I imagined the newspaper headlines: ‘Lovers die in lovers tryst.’  I 
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thought of our families going through our possessions, deciding what to keep; their 
shock and dismay.  Paul was staring blankly ahead out of the car window.  His face 
was determined.  His jaw set.  Outside there was a haze and blankness.  I could 
smell summer advancing – so much green, lush velvet, even the weeds colluded in 
the English summer.  I felt weak and then something made me open the driver’s 
door.  He looked at me and I reached for his arm. 
‘Gerroff!’ 
‘You can’t do this.’ 
‘What choice do I have?’ 
We stopped and looked at each other.  I felt my heart beating and it felt like it 
would burst through my throat.  I wanted his life to go on so much, for him and for 
me.  He looked at the dashboard and not at me.  I walked away again, back to the 
cottage.  I looked at work that needed doing.  We owed money to translators.  I 
thought of them.  I thought of him sitting in our car with the carbon monoxide 
pouring in.  I could not blame him, but I didn’t want it to end this way.  I went back 
to the car.  The birds were quiet and there was hardly a sound and we were living 
in this strange drama and there was no meaning to it at all. So why couldn’t I say 
‘yes’ and let it be.  I tugged at the car door again.  He threw me a vicious look. 
‘Get out of the car.’ 
‘No!’   
‘Please, I love you so much.  I can’t live without you.  Please.  Don’t leave 
me here on my own, on this planet, without you.’ 
He looked at me blankly. 
 ‘I can’t go on, I can’t take it anymore.’ 
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 ‘Please, darling, please.’  He turned away and stared ahead.  I walked back 
to the cottage.  My nerves were shot to pieces and I wanted to give up, but I could 
not.  I strode back to the car.  I pulled the hosepipe out again and opened the door.  
He looked at me.  I stomped away.  I went into the cottage and it was silent and 
empty.  I moved around picking things up and putting them down.  I sat down and 
flicked through a newspaper; everything was blurry and nothing made any sense. 
  I returned to the car.  I could see his head in the car window as I entered 
the garage.  I circled the car looking at him. He stared back at me.  I took the pipe 
out.  I was really angry now.   I yanked the car door open and gripped his arm. 
 ‘Get out.’ 
 ‘No.’ 
 ‘I love you.’ 
He looked at me and then stared straight ahead.  I went back to the cottage and 
back to the garage. 
Finally, exhaustion overcame us.  I won.  He pulled himself out of the car 
and let me take him back to the cottage.  I knew the morphine his GP had given 
him only numbed the constant throbbing and tremors.  In order to make the pain 
subside and lessen, he was taking over-the-counter medicine too: neurofen, 
aspirin, and paracetamol; anything he could think of to make it go away.  He 
returned to bed.  Had anyone seen our weird dance?  Outside it was a peaceful 
summer’s day.  There was just the whisper of a breeze over the fields and drifting 
dandelion heads.  Had the landlord watched us?  The man was nowhere to be 
seen, probably holed up in his barn.   
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Paul flicked through computer and fishing magazines spread out on the bed.  
He told me that there had been a Blue Tit flying around the garage as he sat in the 
car with carbon monoxide pouring in.  It was trapped.  The garage doors were 
open but it had flown to the far side of the garage and was flying into the window 
on that side.  Should he get out and save it?  It would alter its flight path and fly 
away.  It did.      
Later he dragged himself to the office and tidied up the PC.  He deleted files 
and checked it was working properly.  
It was a perfect summer’s evening, the bats had just started to come out as 
fighter pilots from their hangars, turning and twisting as they scooped the summer 
insects in the deep calm.  We were in the bedroom when we heard knocking at the 
back door.  I went down.  The landlord was standing in front of me,  
‘Is everything alright?’ 
‘Everything’s fine,’ I lied. 
‘Paul, alright?’ 
‘He’s bearing up.’ 
The landlord went; I felt relief.  Paul was upstairs and alive.  I deadheaded 
some of the roses and checked on the leaf mulch that I had started making in the 
autumn.  I had placed the leaves in black bin bags in a shed in the garden.  I 
opened the bags and peeked in. The leaves were still the same; they were not 
rotting down.  I had read that it takes a long time to make a mulch.  I was looking 
forward to the time when I would open those bags and find rich, crumbling soil.  
The time never came and I still wonder even now what became of my leaf mulch. 
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* * * * * 
 
Tape 2     31st  July 2003   12.26 – 
13.07  
continued 
JA So that gives us some idea of the severity of the pain.  
Anyway I managed to get him out of the car and help 
him back into the house and that was how it was going.  
Then we’d have very positive times when we were 
talking constantly about the future.  He wanted to get a 
larger satellite dish, things like that.  At first I said, ‘No, 
you can’t have it,’ and then two hours later I said, ‘Yes 
you can have it,’ because I was buying him anything to 
make him stay alive. 
DC Bosomworth So is it fair to say that you stopped him on that 
occasion, do you think?  If you hadn’t been there, would 
he, do you think he would have done it? 
JA    Yes, yes, yes he would; that was a serious attempt. 
DC Bosomworth And were there any others Jill?  I appreciate that it’s 
upsetting you. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  I’d like to know. 
JA    There were minor attempts, not as serious but he ... 
DC Bosomworth  What do you mean by a minor attempt? 
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JA You know, he’d sort of say he was thinking about it and 
how much longer he could stay. 
 
* * * * * 
 
From a personality point-of-view, I can say that Paul was unpredictable. 
 
If you asked Paul how he was he would always fill you in about some ailment he 
had.  We know back in 1984, when he was twenty four, after a failed relationship 
he attempted suicide once by cutting his wrists and secondly by taking an 
overdose of pills.  This is all in the background, long, long before Jill comes on 
the scene.  And his father described how he was suffering with a condition – 
ME/CFS – certainly by 1999 and that the condition, as you know, went on and on. 
 
 
From the Defence’s closing speech 
 
* * * * * 
 
Tape 2     31st  July 2003   12.26 – 
13.07  
continued 
DC Bosomworth  Right. 
JA And then I’d just talk him round.  He was getting more 
and more disabled and he was using his feet to control 
the bath taps.  His back had started cracking and I was 
saying ‘You’ve got to call me when you want to get out 
of the bath.  I’ll lift you up.’ 
DC Bosomworth  You’ve said that you cared for him for the last eight 
years. 
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JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And you were his carer? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth How did this affect you then?  What did that entail for 
you? 
JA I was doing everything.  At first he did what he could, 
but slowly as his disability increased, I ended up taking 
care of the house, the garden, the car, the shopping 
and cooking, going out into the outside world and 
getting anything he needed, getting medication for him 
and ... 
DC Bosomworth  Did you collect his medication? 
JA Yes. I just completely altered my lifestyle.  When we 
first married, in the first part of our relationship, he used 
to do housework. 
DC Bosomworth  Yeah. 
JA He used to cook a meal for me at least once a week.  I 
thought I’d got my dream husband, because he did 
housework and he liked cooking. 
 
* * * * * 
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June 2000 
 I was in a crumpled heap, snoozing; exhaustion struck.  I had been proof-
reading translations for the British Medical Journal, checking and cross-
referencing.  I started suddenly, I could hear him tiptoeing up the stairs.  As my 
eyelids opened, a cup of tea landed next to me.   He had always cooked; but when 
he did I did not know what to expect. 
  One evening he left me as I cat-napped.  He combed the kitchen.  Food 
was low.  He pulled out a packet of fish fingers from the deep freeze, peeled the 
batter off them and put them in a dish.  He found King Edward potatoes and 
cooked them.  He added slightly-salted butter and full cream milk and whipped 
them into a fondant-like foam.  He made a white sauce and squeezed lemon into it.  
He placed the fish pie into the oven and searched for vegetables in the fridge.  He 
sautéed some carrots and sliced green beans into long thin slivers and placed 
them into a pan.  He prepared a tray.  He put a red tablemat on it, went to the 
garden and picked a pink rose.  He found a small vase, placed the rose in it and 
onto the tray.  He folded a dark green napkin and put a knife and fork on it.  Then 
he went to the cupboard where we kept candles and bric-a-brac.  He placed a 
single ivory candle in a holder and put that on the tray.  He opened the oven, took 
out the pie and delicately scooped part of it onto a plate.  He took the carrots and 
beans from a pan and placed them on the plate in a lattice crisscross.  He went out 
into the garden and picked herbs from the herb patch; parsley, thyme and 
rosemary.  He washed and broke the herbs and scattered them over the pie and 
vegetables, adding a dab of butter.  He put the pepper and salt shakers on the tray 
and placed a glass of water there too.  He lit the candle and then he ascended. 
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 He watched as I ate.  He had left some for himself downstairs.  He would 
eat later.  I finished and he took the tray and tucked the sheets up around my neck.   
‘How was it?’ he asked.   
‘Lovely.’ I replied.   
‘I’ll make you a cup of tea,’ he said and left the room.   
I leaned back on the pillows.  It tasted awful.  How could I tell him?  Too 
much lemon coupled with an over-abundant use of herbs.  I smiled.  He returned 
and we hugged.    
 And much later, he watched me put on my dressing gown and leave the 
bedroom to go down to the kitchen where I would find total and utter devastation.  
As expected, every pot, pan and utensil in the entire kitchen was strewn over the 
work surfaces and there was flour all over the floor with footprints running through 
it.  By midnight it was all clean and tidy again.  I would return to him and we would 
sleep skin to skin. 
 
* * * * * 
 
So, the issue in this case is did Jill Anderson owe a duty of care to her husband? 
What does that mean? 
 
She made it quite clear at interview that she was responsible for her husband’s 
welfare.  She accepted that she was his carer and that she had been his carer for 
eight years.  No one can be expected to be on twenty four hour suicide watch; 
never going out of the door; never leaving someone on their own.  Rather it was to 
take reasonable care of Paul Anderson.  What would have been reasonable in this 
case? 
 
It would be reasonable for a person who had a duty of care to pick up a telephone, 
dial ‘999’ and summon medical assistance.  It is not onerous and over-
burdensome, it is the very least that a person … could have done.  And, had she 
done that simple act – she would have saved Paul Anderson’s life. 
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The isolation, the inactivity and her exhaustion and stress were all the more 
reasons for seeking the assistance of others.  And you take those matters into 
account and give them such weight as you think appropriate and proper; if you 
think they excuse her conduct, or if you think they provide adequate explanation so 
as to make her breach of duty excusable in terms such that it is not criminal.   
 
 
From the Prosecution’s closing speech 
 
 
 
* * * * * 
 
Tape 2     31st  July 2003   12.26 – 
13.07  
continued 
JA In the last year he couldn’t even make a cup of tea any 
more. 
DC Bosomworth  Jill, did he actually dress himself? 
JA He would try to, then I’d come and help in the last six 
months of his life. I ran the bath for him and I laid out 
his clothes.  He couldn’t get into the cupboard to get the 
towels out or anything heavy. 
JA I’d put a towel on the back of the door for him and he 
managed to get into his pyjamas but it was a struggle 
and very often I would come and do that for him.  And 
that was devastating for him.  He was a man and he 
didn’t want to be dependent. 
DC Bosomworth  Oh, I can see that. 
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DC Bosomworth  Did you liaise with for example his GP on Paul’s behalf? 
JA    Yes I took over that aspect of his care. 
DC Bosomworth  When did you take that over? 
JA There’d be a record somewhere where Paul made visits 
to his GP. 
DC Bosomworth  Right. 
JA He had a series of toe infections where we called the 
doctors out because he was too ill to get to the surgery, 
tolerate the car journey and sit waiting for a doctor’s 
appointment. 
DC Bosomworth  What causes toe infections? 
JA    He could hardly stand or sit.  We’ve no idea. 
DC Bosomworth  For example, could Paul cut his own toenails? 
JA    I was going to cut them for him.  He couldn’t anymore.   
DC Bosomworth I just want to show you a letter Jill.  It’s exhibit AML1/5 
from his medical records and it covers the fact that you 
were going to collect his prescriptions for him.  If you 
recognise the letter, you can show your solicitor by all 
means. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth Thank you, and I think January 2002 is the date.  I think 
that basically says that Paul’s given you permission to 
speak to his GP on his behalf. 
JA    Yes. 
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DC Bosomworth  I think that’s a fair summary really, isn’t it? 
JA    Absolutely. 
DC Bosomworth  And was it from that point that you actually did that? 
JA Yes.  He would tell me what he wanted and I’ve made 
quite a few appointments with his GP. 
DC Bosomworth  Yes. 
JA It should be recorded when I went to see the doctor.  
We discussed Paul’s current condition.  His GP did 
come unexpectedly one day to take some blood from 
Paul because we were having this constant debate with 
the medical profession.  Paul said he had inflammation 
that was caused by his disease and they couldn’t find 
any.  The doctor said the tests are infallible but Paul 
said they are fallible and I must believe that. 
DC Bosomworth  Okay. 
JA At some point in the future, he’s going to be proven 
right, the tests are not infallible. 
DC Bosomworth Can you remember when you collected his last 
prescription? 
JA    I think it was on the Monday before his death. 
DC Bosomworth  Would that be on, roundabout, the 10th of July. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And what would you have collected on that day? 
JA    Morphine and Zoplicone. 
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DC Bosomworth  Right and what are they for, do you know? 
JA The Zoplicone’s to help him sleep.  He was in such pain 
that he rarely ever slept properly and the morphine was 
for the pain. 
DC Bosomworth Right, and off the top of my head, I think there would be 
sixty morphine tablets which were given with the supply. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And twenty eight Zoplicone. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth Twenty eight would be for a month’s supply.  Would you 
collect prescriptions on a monthly basis then? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  How does it work? 
JA I just asked him when he needed some, I’d telephone 
the GPs surgery and then the GP issued it.  It was a 
total relief because we’d had so many disagreements 
with doctors, but we’d finally found a GP who believed 
he was in serious pain and issued the medication 
without argument. 
DC Bosomworth Okay, can you remember on how many occasions you 
collected these? 
JA    No. 
DC Bosomworth  Was that a standard prescription for Paul? 
JA    Yes. 
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DC Bosomworth Right, and how long had he been on that sort of 
standard prescription, any idea? 
JA    About a year. 
DC Bosomworth Right.  I’d say he’s prescribed a month’s supply.  Would 
that be normal to get a month’s supply at once? 
JA    I’m assuming it is. 
DC Bosomworth  Right and would Paul take all those? 
JA Yes, he self-medicated so he’d take them in the 
allocated time which is normally about a month and he 
did say that he was taking more than he should 
because he wanted to get rid of the pain. 
DC Bosomworth Would there be times he took less, for example, if he 
had a prescription of sixty morphine to last, say, for 
May.  Would there be any chance he only took forty or 
would he stick to the dosage? 
JA    I think he was pretty much sticking to the dosage.   
DC Bosomworth What I’m getting at Jill is, do you know if he was 
stockpiling any medication? 
JA    I don’t know, I just trusted him. 
DC Bosomworth Right.  I’m only thinking it’s possible that he could do 
this that’s all. 
JA    And he was on the acute list, at risk. 
DC Bosomworth  Yeah. 
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JA I was on a twenty four hour suicide watch really wasn’t 
I?  And I ... but I couldn’t live my life like that.  I just had 
to go with it each day and hope he’d make it through. 
 
* * * * * 
 
May 2003 
 I was in the lounge, sewing something, a hole in something, or a gap in a 
garment, or a split seam.  I glanced at him as he wandered past me to the chair by 
the window at the side of the fireplace.  It was a straight back antique walnut chair, 
another inheritance from my late grandmother’s house.  He could sit in this chair 
occasionally and he did today.  He looked out of the window, into the stillness of 
the English countryside.  It was May, he drank the silence.  He looked at me.  
Something was wrong; he knew from my expression, I waited.  He looked around 
the room and there on the mantelpiece was an envelope.  He slowly lifted himself 
up off the chair and reached for it.  Inside was an invitation to a wedding.  One of 
my cousins was getting married in September.  She was a GP and well-travelled.  
She had visited us when we first moved in and given us her kindness and support.  
Now, at forty five years old, she was getting married for the first time to an engineer 
who built ships.  The ceremony was near Bath.  It was going to be a lovely wedding 
and an enjoyable day.  He looked at me and without words we both thought of that 
day.  A simple service and then a meal in a country house with a country garden.  
There were four cousins in my family and my other three cousins had many 
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children.  We thought of children’s laughter and games. Everyone dressed up, 
polished and glossy in their fine outfits.       
 How much we would like to go.  He read and re-read the invitation.  ‘Jill and 
Paul you are invited…’  A pretty invitation, ivory and gilt, he turned it around in his 
hands, felt the weight of the embossed card.  Then he put it back in the envelope 
and returned it to the mantelpiece.    
 I continued sewing, ‘Shall I send our apologies?’ I said.  I prepared another 
length of cotton for the needle.  It was a pale, light blue cloudless sky, heading 
towards summer and with it the long awaited warmth.  The trees were almost in full 
leaf and renewal was everywhere.  The grass and the weeds grew in a fast hungry 
tangle.  The birds were advanced in their nurturing.   
‘Yes.’  The silence remained between us.  A fly buzzed somewhere in the 
cottage.  We liked the windows open; a bird had flown in once too, a dunnock.  He 
had caught it by throwing a hand towel over its shaking body and lifting the bundle 
out of the window and the bird was gone in a dash of brown flapping its black, grey 
wings. 
 I wanted to hug him, but he was feverish, burning too much now to hold 
properly.  In the end, the invitation would gather dust and then be thrown away.  
Later, much later, I would visit my cousin and finally meet her husband in Bath, but 
on my own.  
 
* * * * * 
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Tape 2     31st  July 2003   12.26 – 
13.07  
continued 
DC Bosomworth  Earlier you mentioned combing his hair? 
JA    Mmm. 
DC Bosomworth  Did you comb his hair for him? 
JA I had to because his hair had grown long.  He used to 
cut it himself but he stopped doing that because he 
couldn’t lift his arms because he had frozen shoulders. 
DC Bosomworth  Right.  I think he liked a tot of whisky occasionally? 
JA Yes he did.  He was Scottish.  He tried it for about three 
months as a pain killer.  It didn’t work, so he pretty 
much stopped drinking alcohol.  He was hardly having 
any at all in the last year. 
DC Bosomworth I tend to use alcohol, whisky as an excuse for 
toothache. 
JA Yes, he used to like his night out at the pub once a 
week when we first met. 
DC Bosomworth  But that stopped some time ago, didn’t it? 
JA That stopped years ago.  He used to play snooker.  He 
was a very good snooker player and he loved it.   
DC Bosomworth You said that Paul had made a relationship between his 
illness and Gulf War Syndrome. 
JA    Yes. 
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DC Bosomworth  Can you explain that to me a little bit? 
JA Because we were desperate for a cure for him, because 
the disease was part of our lives and because the 
medical profession couldn’t come up with anything we 
did a lot of reading and he made that connection some 
years ago.  He frequently listened to short wave radio 
and watched satellite television.   
DC Bosomworth Right.  He wasn’t in any services or had served in the 
Gulf or anything like that? 
JA    No, he listened to discussion programmes a lot. 
DC Bosomworth  I’m going to move on Jill, distressing as it is for you. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  The seventeenth of July. 
JA We had an incredibly close relationship.  I was 
monitoring him hourly. 
DC Bosomworth  You were what sorry? 
JA Monitoring him hourly.  His moods, virtually the whole 
time I was ever with Paul he was in a very steady 
mood.  That’s how he was.  He just woke up in the 
same mood and went to sleep in the same mood.  He 
was very pleasant and peaceful, not negative.  He was 
a positive thinker, sharp wit, a good sense of humour, 
that’s how he was most of the time.  Now and again, 
completely understandably, he’d get frustrated and 
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angry and lose his temper, explode.  It was all over in 
ten, twenty, thirty minutes, that’s how our relationship 
was.  The weekend prior to his death he’d just been 
feeling more and more ill.  He was starting to look very 
ill, it was dreadful.  We spent the whole weekend crying 
together and I was begging him to stay alive.  I was 
giving him every single reason I could think of and we 
both believed that he would recover.  I kept saying 
‘You’re going to turn the corner.  You’re going to rise 
up.  You will get well.  I can feel it.’  I suppose he had 
just had enough with the pain. 
 
* * * * * 
 
December 2002 
He wanted to go downstairs.  He switched the television on in the bedroom 
instead.  It rested on a light blond pine cabinet that he was making for the TV, VCR 
and satellite unit.  The cabinet had two shelves and a big space at the bottom for 
which he was going to make doors.  He had started the year before.  He felt 
frustrated, the illness was a straightjacket.  The TV rested on top of the cabinet.  
He wanted to throw the TV out of the bedroom window.  He was tired of looking at 
it.  It was a small black television set that we had owned for many years.  It did not 
have Ceefax which really annoyed him.  The second-hand television downstairs 
was broken and he often tried to fix it.  He flicked through the channels and settled 
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on a documentary featuring penguins going for a dip in the sea and the seals 
cruising for the penguin that was left behind and then eating it. 
I heard him moving around and brought him a cup of tea.  We exchanged 
our usual greetings.  I was waiting for him; he knew that.  He would have to come 
downstairs sooner or later.  He made the effort and walked down the wooden slat 
stairs that were his gateway to the lounge below.  This was a pleasant room.  It 
had the same dark green carpet as the bedroom, and a sofa with a pretty multi-
coloured throw covering it.  Opposite the sofa were two grey velvet armchairs and, 
between them, a low mahogany coffee table that had belonged to my grandmother.  
There were two windows in the same positions as the ones in the bedroom.  One 
window had a view of a chestnut tree and the other window looked out over the 
gravel yard to the fields beyond.  In the far wall was the fireplace which had a brass 
mantelpiece that glimmered with a roaring fire, burning away in the hearth.  
Underneath the logs there was a layer of coal to help the wood stay alight; our new 
coalman had informed Paul that the coal had been imported from South America.  
Coal in England was scarce so it was imported from abroad.  The South American 
coal was flinty and charcoal in texture.  It spat when it was lit. Shards of black coal 
would sporadically shoot out and hit the rug in front of the fire.  A silk rug in dark 
purple, indigo blue and vermillion pinks.  It was a gift from another family member.  
It depicted ancient battle scenes with men on horses brandishing swords and 
spears.  Somehow the shards were never enough to ignite the rug, only tease it.  
The shards usually went out before they reached the ground like sparklers on 
bonfire night. 
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I had made the telephone calls I needed to make and was sitting on the sofa 
staring into space.  My cheeks were hot and red maybe because I had been for my 
walk, the one I always did on that day or maybe it was sitting by the fire.  There 
were many candles, ivory, scented, burning on the mantelpiece, reflecting back the 
light.  On a side table there was a woven basket in which green apples, 
pomegranates and tangerines all nestled together.  On another side table there 
was a plate of figs and a box of Turkish delights and chocolates.  A bowl of 
chestnuts was on the window sill; waiting to be roasted over the fire.  The room 
was decorated with holly, ivy and mistletoe picked from the fields and hedgerows.  
The holly berries glowed, reflecting the fire and the room smelt musky with the 
scent of the foliage. 
I was wearing a red velvet blouse.  I put on the necklace he had bought for 
me on the first Christmas we had shared together, and the bracelet; both gifts from 
the beginning of our relationship.  I always wore them on that one day every year.  
I was wearing comfortable black velvet trousers and some socks embroidered with 
reindeers.  A friend of mine had sent them.  The same friend had also sent us two 
red felt hats covered in sparkles with white bobbles.  He looked at the hats, which 
were under the tree.   
‘We’ll wear them next year when you’re well.’ I said. 
The country town of Ripon had enjoyed its usual annual fiasco. This year 
the tree in the main square, always imported from Norway, had been crooked and 
removed to be replaced by a second crooked tree that was then subsequently 
dispensed with and replaced by a third almost straight tree.  The population were 
reasonably happy. 
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The Christmas tree in the cottage almost reached up to ceiling height.  It 
was a low ceiling with strips of white glossed wooden planks held up by oak beams 
painted black.  When anyone over 6ft tall came to visit, they often hit their heads on 
the beams that stretched across the ceiling and they had to bend.  As he was 5ft 7 
inches and I was 5ft 3 inches neither of us ever banged our heads on the beams.  
He wanted to go with me to get the tree from a local nursery, but he was unable to 
go out that day.  Getting the tree was one of his favourite things.  It was decorated 
with lights and all kinds of ornaments; some quaint, hand-made ornaments, 
favourite baubles, and tinsel which ran through the tree, and winked back through 
the lights.  At its base gifts of different sizes and shapes flowed out, encased in all 
colours of wrapping paper, bows, sparkles and ribbons. 
I got up from the sofa and went to him.  We kissed each other’s cheeks, and 
then I reached under the tree and lifted out gifts.  He felt queasy so I opened his 
gifts for him.  He had a red fluffy dressing gown made from synthetic fleece.  It had 
blue piping all around the edge.  ‘Rupert Bear,’ he said, as he sat on the sofa and 
ran his hands over the warm material. He smiled.  He received the usual Scottish 
gifts of shortbread, chocolates, three pairs of socks, two cotton check shirts, 
pyjamas and a light green and sky blue country style woollen sweater.  It would 
keep the draught out if he wore it under his outdoor jacket.  There were games too 
and books.  There was a book for him from my family on the history of England and 
a book about native English wildflowers.  He went back to bed.  He felt too ill to 
watch me open my gifts; gifts that I had bought for myself, wrapped and pretended 
they were from him.  I bought what I wanted and informed him afterwards.      
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Later, I brought him his food.  I cooked goose.  It was the first time we had 
eaten it.  It was a bit fatty and salty, but tasty, like sweet chicken.  The plate was 
crammed with goose, mashed potatoes, roast potatoes, carrots, peas, beans, 
cauliflower, broccoli, stuffing, bread sauce and gravy.  I propped up his pillows so 
that he could sit upright in bed with the tray of food on his lap.  He picked at it.  He 
couldn’t eat all of it.  I was eating downstairs.  We had put our dining room table in 
the porch. The porch served a variety of uses, including a front entrance and a 
dining room.  He had looked at the table, decked out with silver cutlery, wine 
glasses, napkins, candles and crackers.  
I came to collect his plate.  The kitchen was below the bathroom and a small 
bedroom that we had made into an office.  He could not hear me but he knew the 
activity matched most of the country in their kitchen at that moment.  It was late 
afternoon and the light was fading.  It had been a dry day with sunshine, plenty of 
light and crisp.  The sky around and beyond the stark, snarled branches of the old 
chestnut tree was turning purple and fading to blackness.  He flicked through more 
channels. He listened to Verdi on his small CD player.  This year he did not feel 
like watching the films we always watched together on this day.  For the first time 
since we met, we skipped them.  There was always next year we supposed.  The 
videos of ‘It’s a Wonderful Life,’ ‘Scrooge,’ ‘A Miracle on 34th Street’ and ‘The 
Snowman,’ could wait until next year.  They could stand, silent in the bottom 
section of the cabinet with all the other videos he had accumulated. 
Later in the evening, he came down again.  I had been up to the bedroom 
several times and had sat with him for a while.  I had lain next to him for a while 
and massaged him.  He called a forehead massage a ‘bear wood massage.’  It 
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was an evening ritual to go and visit each other.  He slithered down the stairs 
again.  I had a game set up to play.  It was the one comprising a plastic cylinder 
and sticks interwoven in the cylinder with marbles placed on top of the sticks.  The 
player had to pull a stick and try not to disturb the marbles which would all fall to 
the bottom of the cylinder.  He had a go.  I placed the cylinder on the low coffee 
table, but the angle needed to reach down to the sticks was agony for him.  He 
could not twist his body into position and his arms flayed.  So he gave up.  He 
stood and watched as I played.  We talked.  He told me things, ideas and thoughts 
and I listened.  He revealed a secret that he had not told me before.  He watched 
my face.  I was fascinated.  I offered him a glass of Scottish whisky which had 
been his tipple but he refused, as lately, the smell of alcohol made him feel 
nauseous. 
He stayed downstairs as long as he could, until the exhaustion and the 
jabbing pain took over.  He returned to bed.  He liked Christmas best when there 
was a large crowd of people gathered around a table.  But this Christmas, it was a 
quiet Christmas.  Christmas had always been his favourite day.   
 
* * * * * 
 
Tape 2     31st  July 2003   12.26 – 
13.07  
continued 
DC Bosomworth And do you think he came round a little bit from his 
thoughts that week? 
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JA Yes, because all through this conversation I’m telling 
you about, crying and begging him to stay alive, he was 
dealing with it.  He had an amazing sense of humour 
and we were talking about the future.  He seemed quite 
talkative and we were making plans for his recovery. 
DC Bosomworth  Right. 
JA Those were the events leading up to the Monday, 
Tuesday and Wednesday of that week.  I couldn’t 
distinguish them from any other week; they seemed to 
be normal, our normal routine. 
DC Bosomworth  Yeah.  Wednesday would be the seventeenth I think. 
JA Yes.  I just remember it was a bad weekend.  
Everything’s so blurry now and I just know that it was a 
very emotional weekend for us. 
DC Bosomworth  But he picked up a little bit from that weekend? 
JA Wanting to die wasn’t always what we discussed.  It 
was only a small percentage that weekend.  It must 
have been bad because we were both crying. 
DC Bosomworth  Right. 
JA Ninety per cent of our conversation was about our 
future and he’d give me business advice from bed.  He 
told me he was going to make all our bedroom furniture 
when he got well.  We’d always talked about moving to 
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Devon and then the South of France.  We were talking 
again about all those plans. 
DC Bosomworth Would it be fair to say that you were also giving him 
positive reasons to live? 
JA    Constantly, all the time. 
DC Bosomworth  I’m talking about this weekend. 
JA Yes.  He was a brilliant man and we had wonderful 
conversations.  We’d talk about international events or 
friends and things people do.  All the normal chit chat of 
daily life.  We laughed a lot because we liked laughing 
at the world, politicians and all the things you do laugh 
at. 
 
* * * * * 
 
Paul Anderson was an intelligent, mentally responsible person and he chose to 
end his life because of the chronic and relentless pain.   Eight years of doctors; 
eight years of hospital visits and we have all been – you know what it is like.  The 
queuing, the waiting, the anxiety over the results and so on.  The medication, the 
hope that it works, and sadly if it does not.  All the tests.  He tried everything. 
 
This was an impulsive overdose. 
 
From the Defence’s closing speech 
 
 
 
* * * * * 
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Tape 3     31st July 2003   13.27 – 
14.17 
DC Bosomworth I think to start with I’d like to say, Jill, that you’ve painted 
a good picture of Paul’s illness. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth And I think we’ve got an indication of how much 
suffering he was in and how ill he was. 
JA    Yes.  
DC Bosomworth  What I propose to do now is move into more specifics. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth Because I’m anxious that you’ve had two interviews.  
This is your third. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth I thank you for your honesty and I appreciate it’s 
upsetting for you but I’m going to ask you about details 
of the seventeenth Okay? 
DC Bosomworth You’re aware that Police Officer River was the first 
officer up there? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And it’s our duty to put a report to the coroner. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth Because that’s usually why we attend when a doctor 
cannot sign a death certificate. 
JA    Yes. 
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DC Bosomworth I have a copy of that report here and paragraph two is 
the place of death, time and date and who the body was 
found by.  I’ve spoken to Police Officer River because 
on here it says found at 10:00 hours on the eighteenth 
of the seventh by Jill Clare Anderson, wife which is you. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth I’m a little concerned in that it says found at 10.00 hours 
when initially I was told by you that he was found at 5 
a.m. 
JA    That’s when he turned blue, at 5 a.m. 
DC Bosomworth  Right. 
JA    It means no recovery.  When he died it was about 9.30. 
DC Bosomworth Right, so you actually discovered him dead between 
nine and ten on the eighteenth then? 
JA    Yes. 
Solicitor   Or you realised that he was. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth You’ve said in this interview that you discovered him 
between five and six and he was blue? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And that you knew he was going to die? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth Did it not cross your mind, even at that point, that you 
should get an ambulance for him? 
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JA    Yes, I just didn’t think, I didn’t.. 
DC Bosomworth Well is there a reason why you didn’t, bearing in mind, 
on two previous attempts you called an ambulance?  
Indeed, on one reported attempt you pulled a hose from 
the car exhaust pipe in order to stop him.   
JA    Yes and there have been lots of other attempts too. 
DC Bosomworth Is there any particular reason why this time you didn’t 
call for some form of assistance? 
JA    Because he’d gone blue. 
DC Bosomworth But, according to you, he still survived for three hours or 
thereabouts. 
JA I just felt he’d gone blue and that’s it.  I just felt that they 
wouldn’t be able to bring him back. 
DC Bosomworth Was there no point throughout the evening, from say 7 
p.m. onwards that you felt you should call for an 
ambulance or at least a doctor? 
JA Not really, because we’ve done all this before and he’d 
make a recovery.  I’d come back from Pateley Bridge 
and he promised me he was not going to do anything.  
It was so pleasant to see him asleep and he’s done this 
before with whisky and a bit of extra medication. 
DC Bosomworth But on those previous occasions was there also a 
suicide note? 
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JA Well there was a whole series of these events.  I was 
binning other suicide notes. 
DC Bosomworth  Binning - you mean throwing them away? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  But you’ve certainly kept one other haven’t you? 
JA Yes that was from, I can’t remember, one of the events.  
It’s so special that particular one because he had cut 
his hair and sellotaped it to the note.  I decided to keep 
it. 
DC Bosomworth  Jill, I accept that you’re saying that he self-medicated. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth I don’t think I’ve a great problem with that, alright, to be 
frank with you. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth And that he drank his own whisky and he took his own 
medication and that his symptoms and his illness would 
make anybody miserable wouldn’t they?  Or unhappy 
because you’re in severe pain the majority of the time.  I 
think you’ve said that he was in great pain? 
JA    Oh yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And at some point you’d had enough? 
JA    Yes. 
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DC Bosomworth Was it not the case this time that Paul had had enough 
and that you knew he’d had enough, and were, happy’s 
not the right word, but we’ll let him go this time. 
JA I don’t know because I wanted him to live more than 
anything else and I just hoped that he’d wake up again 
like he always did. 
DC Bosomworth  But you loved him dearly. 
JA    Very deeply, yes. 
 
* * * * * 
 
June 2001 
He turned and he turned again – I watched.  He was standing by the sink in 
Westowe Cottage; he had caught the first big one.  It had weighed in at seven and 
a half pounds.  He was grinning with satisfaction.  He held the knife and the blade 
caught the sun.  Glittering.  He had sharpened it earlier.  He moved the rainbow 
trout round; its grey, blue-green scales still moist.  He took the head off with one 
straight cut, then the tail and the fins.  He lifted its silvery belly and sliced 
horizontally in one motion.  He removed the innards and turned the trout round 
again.  He made an incision down its spine and with the knife separated the bright 
pink flesh from the carcass, gently parting the flesh from the bones with even 
strokes of the knife.  The job was done in a few minutes.   
 ‘How did you learn to do that?’ 
 ‘I worked in a salmon factory in Scotland.’ 
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He placed two large trout fillets on a plate and covered them with a piece of paper 
towel. 
 ‘Flies,’ he said. 
I nodded, in the summer we shared the cottage with creepy crawlies, impossible to 
stop them finding a way in.  When I entered the outside storage shed in the winter I 
always looked up at the ceiling because among the old oak rafters there was 
always an array of pupa, butterflies and moths, hanging, motionless, waiting.  We 
had found a pupa in soil at Rose Cottage and we had taken it back to our bedroom 
and placed it in a glass tank on our window sill to see if it would hatch, it never did, 
we had not created the right conditions. 
He cleared up the bits of fish and wrapped them in a sheet of newspaper 
and took the package into the lounge to put on to the open fire which was low in 
the hearth.  In the summer we kept a low fire for the evenings.  I scrubbed the new 
potatoes under the sink tap, their tender skins rubbed off revealing crunchy 
bulbous white.  I had a pan boiling on the stove and placed the potatoes into it.  
Slices of lemon and fresh peas, shelled were on a plate nearby.  I would steam the 
trout with butter in a little while and garnish the plate with parsley gathered from the 
herb patch situated in a rectangle bed of soil just outside the kitchen window.  A 
vole lived in the wall bordering the herbs.  As I prepared food at the sink I often 
watched it dash through the herbs.  In winter it moved even faster. 
 
* * * * * 
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14.17 
continued 
DC Bosomworth  And you didn’t like to see him suffering. 
JA Well no one does that’s why I went and got medication 
for him. 
DC Bosomworth  And really this was the ultimate release for him. 
JA I wanted him to live and I was going to promise to get 
laser treatment for his arms. 
DC Bosomworth Is there anything you want to ask DC Richardson just 
on this bit here? 
DC Richardson It’s just concerning me a bit Jill, obviously I’ve been 
taking notes as this has been going on. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson And you’ve mentioned when you came back to the 
house and he said the words, or words to the effect of 
‘sorry I’ve taken too much’ and you weren’t sure or you 
were in two minds; you’ve mentioned whether he had or 
hadn’t, is that right? 
JA    Yes and he had said that to me before anyway. 
DC Richardson  Okay. 
JA    This was an ongoing event for us unfortunately. 
DC Richardson There’s a bit of a difference in this respect in that he’s 
sleeping peacefully. 
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JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson As opposed to normal occasions when this might have 
happened. 
JA He went through bouts where he could get sleep relief 
and sleep peacefully and that was always a very great 
pleasure for me.  Chronic Fatigue Syndrome causes 
problems with regard to being able to sleep, so when he 
did sleep I let him sleep. 
DC Richardson We’ve just got unusual aspects in this, on this particular 
day in so much as we’ve spoken about the whisky 
which was unusual for this day.  He has mentioned 
words to the effect of ‘sorry I’ve taken too much,’ there 
is a note and he’s sleeping peacefully.  There’s sort of 
four unusual circumstances on this occasion and it still 
left you in two minds. 
JA Yes, because we’d had this sequence of events before 
where he’d had whisky.  He’d had a little too much 
medication and I was very exhausted as well and 
emotionally stressed and I don’t think I was thinking 
straight that night.  I just saw him asleep and I thought 
just let him sleep it off.  That was the sequence of 
events that had always occurred and when he woke up 
at 2 a.m. I just thought oh there isn’t a problem and I 
popped his ear piece back in for him. 
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DC Richardson We’ve also spoken about something else that was 
unusual, what you described as this ‘bad weekend’ with 
discussions and suicidal thoughts before that. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson  I appreciate your exhausted state of mind as well. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson But I’m trying to paint a picture of some things that were 
more unusual than normal in Paul’s life on this evening 
when he has mentioned to you that he has taken too 
much.  I’m trying to work out your thinking at that point 
and the fact that - as a carer for Paul - even if you’re in 
two minds, wouldn’t you have considered calling for 
medical assistance whether he had or hadn’t taken 
anything? 
JA    Can I have a word with my solicitor please? 
DC Richardson Okay certainly.  We’re going to stop the interview for 
legal advice. 
 
* * * * * 
 
March 2001 
 He had been awake all night.  We had to do something.  I called the Doctor.  
I was watering seedlings when she came, many trays of them.  She looked at them 
as she entered the cottage, they were on the porch window sills.   
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 ‘Gardening a bit of a passion is it?’ she said airily, as she glided past me 
and up the stairs.  I had socks on, but no slippers.  As we climbed the stairs she 
turned to me and said, 
‘Do you sew?’   
‘No, not much.’   
‘Good,’ she said, ‘there won’t be any pins in the carpet.’   
She was sharp and brittle.  I wondered why.  I had talked to another patient 
at the practice; a nurse had put me in touch with him.  He had CFS too.  He had 
told me that he wanted to stick needles and pins into this doctor.  We had had a 
variety of debates with her about the usual issues like did CFS exist?  We reached 
the top of the stairs and she entered the bedroom ahead of me.  She began her 
examination.   
‘Do you ever get up? she asked him.   
‘Yes,’ he said, ‘as much as I can.’   
Her manner was unsympathetic as she said,  
‘Can’t you walk down the lane every day?’   
‘No,’ he replied, ‘I would if I could.  Have you ever had flu?’   
She nodded.   
‘Well times it by ten.’ 
She grimaced and stuck a swab into his mouth.   
‘I’ll check you for diabetes.’   
She removed it, shook it and looked at it. 
‘You’re not diabetic.’ she shrugged.   
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He was getting more and more impatient.  He was stirring in bed and his eyebrows 
were twitching.  Her face was impassive, perhaps she had seen a child with cancer 
that morning who would die soon, I wondered.   
‘Can you test me for hepatitis?’ he asked. 
She stuck a needle in his arm and took some blood.   
‘Can we have an appointment to go to Newcastle General.  There’s an 
expert based there.  I found him on the Internet.’ I asked.  She looked at me as if 
she had better things to do.  She said she would write the letter.  She looked 
around the bedroom and touched the mattress of the bed.   
‘A bit squishy.’ she said.   
I could feel blood rising in me; she did not believe us.  I took her downstairs and led 
her out of the cottage to her car.  She got in and I watched.  The engine would not 
start.  She got out and approached me.   
‘I’ve run out of petrol.’   
We looked at each other.   
‘I’ll go to the village and get some petrol for you.’ I said.   
We went together.  She held her petrol can and gave it to me.  I made the 
journey quickly.  I suppose she had had a break from routine.  I handed the petrol 
can to her.  Our eyes met, somehow I had empathy with her as one woman to 
another.  I had heard on the grapevine that she was having a tough time in the 
practice and that she was, to some extent, an outsider.  I had to forgive her.  I 
knew that, and so did he.  Later in the year, we changed our GP to the Head of the 
Practice who was considered to be the best doctor in the area.  He was kind to 
Paul, even though we suspected he did not believe CFS existed. 
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Later in the day, I went up to see him and he was lying flat on his back as 
usual.  He turned to me and said, ‘I’m a pin cushion.’   
 
* * * * * 
 
She was a lady of good character and however carefully and understanding the 
officers who carried out the interrogation, then you may think it was something 
entirely alien for her – and you may think frightening – she must have thought 
about his fatal overdose every day and no doubt still thinks about it. 
 
In the words of WH Auden: 
 
‘He was my North, my South, my East and West. 
My working week and my Sunday rest,  
My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song; 
I thought that love would last forever, 
I was wrong.’ 
 
She did what most of us could not perhaps do; consciously let the one she loved 
go and put her wishes in second place.  You may think it was for her sake that she 
was saying that she had wished she had called an ambulance.  She respected his 
wish to choose to die with dignity in his own home; not in a sterile bed in hospital, 
and to end the relentless pain he had endured over the years.  She made the 
sacrifice and gave up – you may think – part of her life in letting him go and you 
may conclude – it is a matter for you – that she acted with a rare courage.   
 
From the Defence’s closing speech 
 
 
* * * * * 
 
Tape 3     31st July 2003   13.27 – 
14.17 
continued 
DC Bosomworth We’ve had a brief break in this interview Jill in order for 
you to consult your solicitor is that correct? 
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JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And we haven’t discussed this with you in that break? 
JA    No. 
DC Bosomworth  I’m going to remind you again of the caution. 
DC Richardson I was asking about circumstances.  You remember the 
question? 
JA It’s the hardest thing for me.  I’ve just lost my best 
friend, and I wanted him to live and, in hindsight, I’ve 
got to live with it for the rest of my life.  I wish I’d called 
the ambulance in hindsight but I didn’t.   I don’t know 
why and that’s how it was.  I just thought he was going 
to sleep it off.  When he woke up at 2 a.m., it had all 
happened before.  I know it sounds like a strange set of 
circumstances to wish someone ... with the pills and the 
note and sleeping.  It had all happened before in our 
lives, like on the weekend before; suicide was now part 
of our language.  I didn’t call an ambulance because I 
just didn’t think it would ever happen.  He’d been 
through it so many times before and he always came 
back.  He was always alive. 
DC Richardson You always did something to stop him. You’ve told us 
about taking the hosepipe from the car. 
JA    Oh yes. 
DC Richardson  You’ve made calls to the hospital and got medical  
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assistance. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson  Before on previous attempts. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson Didn’t this experience or these experiences make you 
think about erring on the side of caution when he said 
that he’d taken something and the circumstances were 
building up to that? 
JA He’d done it before.  Cases that I haven’t even recorded 
on the tape or reported because there was no point.  He 
always woke up and so I was facing a repeat set of 
scenarios.  The other times when he took mouse poison 
and had blue stains all over his mouth.  The zoplicone 
was making him walk into the wardrobes and he was 
hallucinating.  I don’t know what the difference was 
because these events were happening on a continuous 
basis and we were living with it.  What has probably 
come out incorrectly is that this was not a big part of our 
lives.  
 
* * * * * 
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January 1996 
We crunched through the snow, it was crisp and our feet tingled.  We were 
walking on the surface of the moon in our imaginations this is what it felt like.  We 
held hands together so we were less likely to slip.  The snow had been falling all 
day.  The television news reports stated that the whole country had come to a 
standstill.   
By two p.m. it was obvious, nothing much was going to happen in the 
commercial world.  We shut down our computers and put the answering machine 
on and delighted in our status, feeling like seven year olds again.  We raced 
around our flat in Pateley Bridge, covering ourselves in wool and plastic 
waterproofs.  We were full of anticipation of the expedition ahead into the snow.  
We kept looking out of the windows.  There was a blizzard and the entire 
landscape had changed.  The rocky outcrops on the moors standing above and 
beyond our windows were white and the best thing was the silence of our town as 
all the traffic and human noise shuddered completely and utterly to a halt.   
We set off into the wide expanse of fresh air and muffling snow, and 
grasped each other as we made our way, excitedly down the high street.  All the 
shops were closed, and there was no-one around at all.  Our faces glowed but 
mine more than his. 
The objective for this journey was to visit a badger’s set that existed further 
along the river Nidd which stretched through Pateley Bridge.  We thought if there 
was snow then their footprints would be more visible – we could possibly see these 
nocturnal creatures in daylight and that this blizzard might make them come up out 
of their homes underground to forage - that was our theory. 
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We strode along, our woollen gloved hands clasped together as if we were 
one.  He talked about survival and I listened.  It was all common sense, stay dry, 
find shelter, find water, and find food, how to make an igloo.  We talked about the 
life of an Eskimo, what it must be like, how when they got very, very old and infirm 
the elders would walk out into the snow and not come back.  How warm an igloo 
can be, with furs from polar bears and seals?  We did not think badgers had ever 
been hunted and eaten – we were not sure.    
We walked on.  The snow fell abundantly.  We crossed over the bridge to 
the other side of the river.  On the left bank there was a walker’s path that was 
normally well marked but what was exciting today was the path and the boundaries 
had disappeared.  We looked back at the town of grey stone which was a blanket 
of white.  Snow fell into our eyes and all around us; we wiped the wet from our 
faces and crunched on.   How we adored disruption to routine, something different 
from the usual.   
In another fifteen minutes or so, we both looked like snowmen covered from 
head to foot with petals of ice; we blinked at each other and grinned.  We sang and 
danced.  Snow turned us on.  It was its indifference to anything that we both liked, 
the way snow covered the landscape and made it disappear and become bumps 
and bobbles, making us not quite sure where the paths were anymore.  I made a 
snowball and threw it at him; he returned fire we bounced along, laughing, thinking 
of maybe seeing a badger. 
We reached the badger sets, but nothing moved.  The snow fall had eased, 
it was less torrential and there was a settling of the atmosphere into a comforting 
silence.  There were no footprints, we stood and breathed in the soft thud of the 
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white flakes now drifting down all around us.  We could hardly see or make out the 
trees, fields or the moors or the way home.  We decided that the badgers were 
sensible like all the other creatures and were bunkered in underground beneath 
our feet, resting, hopefully with a stash of food to see them through this blizzard.  
Perhaps they had fires blazing and were telling their children ancient legends such 
as Noggin the Nog and their badger children were squished up close to their 
parents wrapped in their black and white fur, entwined, warm until the storm 
subsided. 
We turned back; the snow was much thicker now and reached above our 
boot tops, climbing up our knees.  It was harder to see, harder to walk and our 
noses were bright red from the cold.  We smiled at each other, the quest, unfulfilled 
but attempted, and the fight to return.  Maybe the drift now descending around us 
would reach our waists soon.  Maybe we would take a wrong turn and fall down a 
crevice and no-one would find us until we were frozen corpses our eyes wide open 
and static. 
We giggled, and gripped each other, and wove our woollen fingers together 
we would pull each other out of this storm.  The town was a screen of white before 
us.  We thought of the crevice and the search and rescue teams would they look 
for us, would they know, how would they know? 
We held on tighter to each other, the snow was two feet in some places and 
the path was full of ditches.  One foot in the wrong place could be disaster.  The 
river had taken lives before, we tried to judge how close we were to its swirling, 
black, cold ice water begging us to make a mistake and fall in.  We searched for 
our bearings and moved on, slowly through the drift.  It was getting colder and the 
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falling snow seemed to ease.  We walked in each other’s footsteps, he led, I 
followed and slowly but surely the town started to reach us from its shadows, the 
grey, blue, black from behind the veil of the white snow. 
We walked up the centre of the High Street.  There were no vehicles and 
lights from the homes above the shops illuminated the gloom, the light was fading 
and the street lights were not yet on.  We got home and turned on the bath and 
jumped in together, our bright, pink, red flesh squashed into the tub.  We had 
candles all around us as we rubbed oil and soap into each other’s bodies and 
made bubbles together.  We got out, wrapped towels around each other, drank 
brandy.   
That night we slept deeply and dreamt of Mr and Mrs Badger at home in 
their set, snuffling and content, black and white they would come out into a new 
world of pure, white virgin snow above ground, untouched.  The snow continued to 
fall overnight and when we awoke it was even deeper, nothing moved. 
 
* * * * * 
 
Tape 3     31st July 2003   13.27 – 
14.17 
continued 
JA It’s just another part of our lives and most of the 
conversation was positive.  The next thing I was going 
to buy for him was a larger satellite dish and we’d been 
talking about that that morning.  Prior to that he 
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described how he was going to make a casket to put 
the bed linen in.  We had so many plans.  I didn’t take it 
all in.  I’ve got the rest of my life to wonder should I 
have made the call and I didn’t, so I’ve got to live with 
that now. 
DC Richardson I appreciate what you’re talking about now, but we’ve 
got to look at what you were thinking of.  Your thought 
process at the time.  I appreciate you’re talking about 
hindsight and everything. 
JA Right, the thought process was this, I was not involved 
at all in how much medication he’d taken, he did that all 
himself. 
DC Richardson  He woke up at 2 a.m. didn’t he? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson And you’ve mentioned previously that you said or you 
thought he hadn’t taken too much? 
JA    That’s right. 
DC Richardson  And great. 
JA That’s right I had no idea because the medication was 
always stacked up at the side of the bed.  I never 
looked at it.  I had too many other things to do. 
DC Richardson  So when he did wake up?  Was it two 0’clock? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson  How did you feel? 
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JA    Great.  Normal.  I just popped his ear piece in for him. 
DC Richardson So, you did mention that you thought he hadn’t taken 
too much. 
JA    That’s right. 
DC Richardson  Which would insinuate that initially you thought he had. 
JA I had to go with my instincts and what had happened 
before. This time it seemed like all the other times.  He 
was asleep and I thought let him sleep it off.  He’s had a 
few too many and this all happened before.  I don’t 
know what was going on in my head. 
DC Richardson Jill, did it come to a point where you thought that he 
may have taken something and you were in two minds?  
He was in so much pain and you were so emotionally 
and physically exhausted yourself that you thought it 
was probably for the best if he passed away peacefully 
with you at that time. 
JA No.  I wanted him to live more than anything else.  I was 
just in such total shock when you all came round to the 
house.  I just didn’t know what I was saying but I just 
thought he was going to make it because he had before 
and that’s it.  I don’t like it because he’s not here and all 
I want is to hear his voice again and all the 
conversations we were having, even up to the last few 
days.  I know it sounds like the focus is on dying but 
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there were so many other positive things that we were 
talking about and he had so much to live for and he’d 
just got unlucky.  He got a virus and a terrible disease 
that we were dealing with.  You just carry on and that 
was our attitude. 
 
* * * * * 
 
July 1998 
We set out that day; summer again.  We had our swimming costumes with 
us.  We arrived at Eavestone lake.  He lead, I followed, and then we reversed 
positions.  We stepped carefully down the steep path through a wooded hill that 
walkers had to negotiate to get to the lake.  I looked at the cliff that in spring was 
covered in deep pink, red and white rhododendrons.  We reached the lake and 
checked on the Canada geese.  They had a nest on an islet.  We would watch 
them each year.  They had gone now.  He usually had his bird book and binoculars 
with him.  We shared them and stopped to watch the Moor hens hugging the 
banks, dipping in and out of the reeds fast, rapid, fussy, busy birds.  There were 
tufted ducks and ruddy ducks meandering, grazing, and arguing - sometimes on 
the edge of the banks, near the edge or in the middle.  
The lake rippled like fairy lights, as we continued walking around it.  We 
noted our favourite stopping points.  There was a rocky outcrop that we liked to 
climb sometimes which had a mossy table top.  We walked on by.  Trees, mainly 
pines, rose on all sides mixed with oaks, beech, and yew, all in a jumble running 
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through.  It seemed that when we were at the edge of the lake, all evil was shut out 
and this place possessed the comfort of a womb.  There was no main road nearby 
and the only sound was the dense, rustling of a breeze.  The only buzz was the 
radar of insects with their flight paths at every level, thoroughfares, roads and 
byways in the sky.  Dragonflies darted and drifted. 
We joked about the time when we were sitting on the bank.  We used our 
waterproof leggings as a picnic blanket.  The ground seemed to be moving around 
us.  On close inspection we were surrounded by baby frogs; hundreds of them in 
the wild grass.   
We got to the far end of the lake.  The ground was reasonably flat there, and 
Paul stripped off to his trunks and went into the water.  He reminded me of a 
human eel and I called him ‘Skinny Eel.’  The water was sharp and cold.  I saw him 
shiver.  There was a network of tangled reeds.  He negotiated his way out of them 
into deeper depths and went under a few times to explore.  He swam, paddling 
forwards and backwards. 
Then the moment came.  It was a shock.  He was sinking under.  I got up 
and went to the edge of the bank and shouted, ‘Are you all right?’  The water was 
taking him down.  He gasped.  His eyes rolled.  I started to wade in.  I saw him go 
under, and then he reappeared and lunged forward.  He had found solid ground 
and began to wade to me.  I grabbed hold of him, pulled him to the bank and 
helped him on to solid ground.  It had all happened so fast; in seconds.  
He never swam again.  He could only remember the pleasure of diving.  He 
said that if he dived he would never come back up.  Swimming belonged with 
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tennis, only a memory, our rackets in the outside shed covered in dust, kept just in 
case. 
 
* * * * * 
 
Tape 3     31st July 2003   13.27 – 
14.17 
continued 
DC Richardson You’ve mentioned that you’re sure that he was blue 
between five and six and you thought to yourself he’s 
done it this time.  What did you mean by that? 
JA This whole thing that happened was not premeditated in 
any shape or form by me.  If I’d come in and seen he 
obviously had taken a lot I would have pulled it all out of 
his mouth and made him vomit it up, but I didn’t.  I was 
not there. 
DC Richardson  Who made the decision? 
JA And I couldn’t watch him twenty four hours a day, so 
when he turned blue I knew there was no recovery. 
DC Richardson At that point though Jill, you’ve made a decision that he 
wasn’t going to get better.  Is that correct? 
JA I don’t know, I can’t tell you what was in my head.  I was 
just a mess, as you can imagine, because he was still 
asleep and I just didn’t know. 
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DC Richardson Right, at that point, when he had gone blue, it’s a 
decision that you took not to call for medical assistance 
knowing that there was a problem. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Richardson  Why was that? 
JA Well, I don’t know.  I’ve never read anything about 
morphine.  I’ve only read about morphine when I’ve 
purchased it as a pain killer.  I don’t know what it does if 
someone takes too much.  I’ve no idea.   I don’t know 
what I was thinking.  If they tried to revive him, would he 
end up as a vegetable in a coma? 
DC Richardson I would suggest that between five and six when you 
discovered him turning blue that that was the point, if 
not before, to call for medical assistance.  You seem to 
have made that decision on the basis of something that 
you read.  Do you think you were the best qualified 
person to make the decision not to call for medical 
assistance? 
JA No, of course not, and, in hindsight, I wish I’d made the 
call.  I didn’t and I’ve got to live with that for the rest of 
my life.  
DC Richardson  I appreciate it’s a difficult time and there’s a lot of 
muddle. 
JA    Yes. 
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DC Richardson But it would help to know your state of mind and your 
thought process at the time when you’ve mentioned the 
words ‘I’ve taken too much’ and the time when he was 
discovered blue. 
JA Right, he’d said that he’d taken too much before and 
recovered.   
DC Richardson  Did you make any telephone calls at all? 
JA    Well it was five or six in the morning, so no. 
DC Richardson Had you made any telephone calls after he’d told you, 
‘Sorry, I’ve taken too much,’ or words to that effect? 
JA    No. 
DC Richardson So from that point you made no telephone calls until 
you contacted the doctor.  Is that a fair statement? 
JA    That’s right. 
DC Bosomworth Right, a couple more questions that you’re not going to 
like but nevertheless I’m going to ask them.  You’ve 
mentioned bankruptcy with Paul or Paul was bankrupt. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And would anybody benefit from Paul’s death? 
JA    No. 
DC Bosomworth  Are there any insurance policies regarding Paul? 
JA Definitely not, we put everything in my name.  He had 
his own bank account, so no one benefited from his 
death at all. 
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DC Bosomworth  Do you believe that now he is free from all his pain? 
JA I want him to be with me so I’m selfish and that’s how 
you feel about the one you love the most.  I don’t like to 
think about it.  I just wish he’d never got a virus.  
 
* * * * * 
 
Then at five, she checks him and he has gone blue.  What does she do?  The 
Prosecution say that she should have done the simple thing.  Pick up the phone.  
Well the simple thing she did was to pick his favourite flowers, clean the house and 
call the doctor.  Do you think for a moment that she believed he wanted to come 
round from this? 
 
 
From the Defence’s closing speech 
 
 
* * * * * 
 
Tape 3     31st July 2003   13.27 – 
14.17 
continued 
DC Bosomworth  Right, can I ask you why you hoovered the home? 
JA When I cleaned the house he was dead.  No one could 
do anything and there was no point in calling the GP.  I 
thought, why disrupt another human being’s day?  My 
husband’s dead and no one can do anything about it.  I 
wanted a few hours to myself with him, because I knew 
the GP would come and certify him. 
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Solicitor   I think the question was why you hoovered up. 
JA Oh yes sorry, I just cleaned the house because I 
couldn’t think of anything else to do.  I wanted it to be 
neat and tidy for when the GP came and that’s it.  I 
didn’t remove anything, I just did housework. 
DC Bosomworth  Did Paul feel the cold particularly or not? 
JA No, I kept the house warm for him.  We loved the 
windows open.  We always had the windows open in 
summer. 
DC Bosomworth Was there any reason for the heat being on in the 
bedroom? 
JA    I didn’t know that it was. 
DC Bosomworth Well, according to Police Officer River the bedroom was 
hot and the heat was turned on. 
JA In the mornings the water heater comes on and there 
was a radiator in the bedroom so that’s the reason it 
was on.  It was an automatic water heater timer so I 
wouldn’t have even noticed the water heater coming on 
that day. 
DC Bosomworth  And what time would that turn on then? 
JA I don’t know.  I think it’s between seven and nine or 
something like that at the moment. 
DC Bosomworth  It goes off at nine then does it? 
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JA Yes, something like that.  It’s very warm with clocks 
coming on all the time.  I don’t keep a track of it.  I just 
keep the cottage comfortable for both of us. 
DC Bosomworth I haven’t made many notes in this interview because 
I’ve been asking the questions. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth But one line I’ve written down, ‘I cried and begged him 
to stay alive,’ which I think was in relation to the 
hosepipe incident. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  With the car. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth Cried and begged him to stay alive and you said that 
you’re selfish and you wanted him to live. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth But on this last attempt you did nothing, so far as I can 
see, to assist him in living. 
JA He’d done it before and I think that was just my 
reasoning that  we’d been going through this 
experience for some time and I loved him.  I suppose I 
just wasn’t thinking straight about everything. 
DC Richardson You mentioned about morphine and you don’t really 
know the effects of ... 
JA    No I don’t. 
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DC Richardson Am I right in thinking that you assumed that that’s the 
cause of his death? 
JA I don’t know.  I don’t know what caused his death at all.  
It’s just that he was on morphine and I’ve no idea what 
was in his drawer. 
DC Richardson  You mentioned that he self-medicated. 
JA And he had loads of medication left over from other 
medications he had tried in the past.  He was taking a 
lot of medication. 
DC Richardson Jill, that evening, or the evening before Paul took his 
life, did you in any way discuss taking his life? 
JA    No. 
DC Richardson  Right, did you assist him in any way? 
JA    No. 
DC Richardson  Were you there when he took the tablets? 
JA    No. 
DC Richardson  You weren’t. 
DC Richardson When I say there, I mean physically there, I don’t mean 
downstairs. 
DC Bosomworth  Did you see him? 
JA    I didn’t see him. 
 
* * * * * 
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Another fact you may want to consider, is whether Paul Anderson was in fact 
competent to take a rational decision.  There is in English law a presumption of 
competence.  Every person is presumed to be competent unless the presumption 
is displaced.  And sometimes, it does not take much to displace it.  If someone 
behaves irrationally, or if they seem to be behaving in a peculiar way, you may 
properly conclude that the person is not competent, not competent enough to 
make a normal decision. 
 
The Prosecution case is, in any event, Paul Anderson was not competent to take a 
decision to end his own life and we, on that aspect of the case, would invite you to 
consider the position in which he found himself.  In the last few months of his life it 
appears he was virtually bedridden. No visitors.  No social life.  Estranged from his 
family and in pain from his illness. He was being subjected to abnormal stresses 
which would be liable to cause him to act in an irrational fashion and odd things 
which he would not normally contemplate.  The medical opinion was that there was 
nothing physically wrong with him.  Paul Anderson had not submitted himself for 
psychiatric assessment and you may think that his condition cried out for 
psychiatric assessment and treatment.  It is not rational to commit suicide rather 
than seek a psychiatric assessment.  A psychiatric assessment, in any view, is 
better than death. 
 
 
From the Prosecution’s closing speech 
 
 
 
* * * * * 
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PART III 
Tape 4     25 January 2004   11.17 – 
11.59  
DC Bosomworth There’s going to be a couple of interviews at least 
today, Jill, and the first part, the first bit I actually want 
to cover is Paul’s family.  You were married to Paul 
Anderson, yes? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  And he obviously had family. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth But, at the time of his death, you obviously knew these 
people existed? 
JA    Yes I did. 
DC Bosomworth Was there any particular reason you didn’t contact the 
family regarding Paul’s death or indeed ask us to do so 
on your behalf? 
JA    Yes there was. 
DC Bosomworth  Would you like to tell me what the reason was? 
JA Paul asked me that if anything ever happened to him I 
was to have no further contact with his family. 
DC Bosomworth  Do we know why that was? 
JA Yes, we’d kept in touch with them continuously until 
about the year 2000.  We only moved to Yorkshire to be 
close to family, to be close to my mother in Ilkley and to 
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be close to his family in Gretna.  The intention was to 
spend lots of time with them. 
DC Bosomworth  Right. 
JA We had a hundred per cent support from his mother.  I 
had the most fantastic mother-in-law.  She came to visit 
us and we had the most wonderful day.  She believed 
Paul was physically ill and she told me that she wasn’t 
well.  She had emphysema and angina, and her parting 
words to me were, ‘I can die happy now Jill because I 
know you and Paul are together.’ 
DC Bosomworth But is it fair to say the rift was through Paul’s illness and 
the family’s disbelief that he was physically ill? 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  Is that it in a nutshell? 
JA    That’s it in a nutshell. 
DC Bosomworth And, I suppose, in some ways, Paul felt betrayed by 
that. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  You’ll be aware we’ve spoken to members of the family. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  I mean we’ve disclosed that to your solicitor. 
JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth Paul’s dad states that he was happy when Paul met 
you. 
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JA    Yes. 
DC Bosomworth  Did he ever express that to you? 
JA    Yes, we used to have lovely times with him. 
DC Bosomworth  And you and Paul set up a translations business. 
JA    At that time it was Anderson Translations. 
DC Bosomworth Right, I was just going to ask, was it ever called 
anything else? 
JA Yes.  We worked from 1995 to 1998 and went bankrupt 
because of his illness. 
DC Bosomworth  So it was called what to start with? 
JA    Anderson Translations Services. 
DC Bosomworth Right and you changed its name because of the 
bankruptcy. 
JA    Yes. 
 
* * * * * 
 
April 1998 
 Paul was sitting in the Official Receiver’s office in Leeds.  I sat in a waiting 
room outside, but I could see him talking through a glass window that divided us.  
We had lugged our business files and paperwork up three flights of stairs to get 
here.  I noticed he was having difficulty with his arms so I carried as much as I 
could.  The building was another unexceptional concrete block in the centre of 
Leeds which was probably built during the 1960s. 
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 The Receiver who was in her late 30s was looking at him intently.  She had 
welcomed us when we got there.  She spoke quietly and had kind eyes.  We had 
filed for bankruptcy months ago at Harrogate District Court.  We had sat with a 
group of people of all ages who were like us, fighting back tears. 
  Now the day we both dreaded had arrived.  ‘Oh the cruelty of it all.’ he said 
as we dressed together that morning at Rose Cottage.  Outside, it was an average 
day, neither cold nor hot.  The sky was overcast and hardly visible.  We had 
worked for weeks, closing down Anderson Translation Services paying off each 
individual translator whom we owed money to.  We only owed debt to the high 
street banks and it was spread out in small sums to each of them.  We had worked 
hard on the paperwork and everything was neatly displayed in lever arch files, 
numerically and in order.  It was how he had wanted it.  If we had to file for 
bankruptcy then we had to do it professionally.  I did not argue with him.  I just 
followed his instructions because they made sense. 
 He was not in her office for long and when he came out he looked relieved.  
It was over.  We had declared ourselves bankrupt and we had accepted 
responsibility.  We were both determined to start again somehow and soon.  He 
told me the conversation that he had had with her.  She had been sympathetic and 
fully understood our situation.  She hoped he would get well again. 
 We lugged the files back down the stairs, back out onto the street. We were 
crushed.  I said to him, 
 ‘We’ll start again, somehow.’ 
 We walked on.  It was a relief it was over.  A homeless person came up to 
us.  He was grubby and unshaven, with yellow skin: 
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 ‘Have you got any change?’ 
 ‘We’ve just gone bankrupt.’ we echoed each other.   
 He curled his lip and shrugged. 
 ‘Here mate.’ 
 Paul dug into his pocket and gave the man some change.  He shuffled off. 
 ‘What did you do that for?’ I said. 
 ‘Had to, that’s all.’ 
 The streets of Leeds were bustling with people rushing.  Lunchtime.  City 
girls in low heels and suits.  City men in ties and suits.  Workers, cleaners, traders, 
shoppers, students, unemployed people and truants all steamed relentlessly 
around us. 
 ‘Do you want to do anything here?’ 
 ‘No.’ he said. 
 We went back to Rose Cottage and talked about starting again.   
 
* * * * * 
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The creation of Unbroken Trust: a memoir of love, death and  
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An introduction to the process 
When we grieve, especially if our grief is prolonged, there is a tendency to 
try to shut us down when we most need to talk, more so when it relates to a suicide 
or suspicious death and there is an element of doubt involved.  My memoir, 
Unbroken Trust, is an attempt to explain, to set the record straight, in other words, 
it showcases my right to reply.  Now I rarely talk about what happened to me.  It is 
documented in the memoir and, as such, the memoir has proved cathartic.  People 
can read it or not.  It is a re-creation of voices, the authorities, my voice, my 
husband’s, our families’, the medical profession and others.  The main writing 
objective was the finding of a voice, both for myself and for my husband.  How 
could I make my husband’s voice as vibrant and alive as it had been?  The 
challenge was to return to the earlier days of our relationship and to re-create 
those memories when my husband had sufficient health to actively engage in a life 
beyond the walls of our home.  I was going back 20 years and returning to 1992, 
when we first met.  I also had to re-live and re-create his distress and emotions as 
his body failed over an eight-year time span, and relay our felt emotional world to 
the reader.  
 In his essay, featured in The Self on the Page, Peter Abbs writes about 
Saint Augustine as the first true autobiographer, and how through the medium of 
the confessional voice, Augustine is, quite simply, able to tell the story of his own 
life with vivid immediacy.  He is able to stop and examine whatever puzzles or 
perplexes him; he is free to probe whatever state of feeling, haunts, torments or 
mystifies him: grief, love, anguish, inner paralysis, dream sexuality, mystical 
ecstasy.  In so doing he creates the genre of subjective autobiography.  The way 
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he employs dramatic and reflective continuity allows transformation and offers a 
scrutiny of inner feelings, centuries before the invention of psychoanalysis.  
Autobiography became a literary genre for the amplification of the inner life.  It 
included confessions of sins in the hope of forgiveness and renewal.  The rhythm 
of the confessional is the rhythm of spiritual autobiography - the movement of the 
mind backwards to recall and recollect, disorientating fragments of the past, telling 
now how it was then and finally a forward movement with a sense of freedom from 
the past, a feeling of liberation and autobiographical reflexivity and re-creation. 
(Abbs 117-128) 
 I would hope Unbroken Trust reflects the above.  It has been a journey into 
the interiors of my marriage.  I have scrutinized and reflected, moved backwards 
and forwards in my search for memory, for voice.  The greater obstacle to my own 
writing has been my own emotional pain.  The other obstacle has been my 
reservation about euthanasia.  As part of the writing process, Unbroken Trust 
opened the wounds of loss again and again and, just when I thought I was over it, 
just when I thought I had moved on, just when I thought I could re-engage in life 
and living, a word, a sound, a smell, a memory sent me back into the abyss again: 
 
All the hells of young grief have opened again; the mad words, the bitter 
resentment, the fluttering in the stomach, the nightmare unreality, the 
wallowed in tears.  For in grief nothing “stays put.”  One keeps on emerging 
from a phase, but it always recurs.  Round and round.  Everything repeats.  
Am I going in circles, or dare I hope I am on a spiral? 
 
    
   (Lewis, A Grief Observed, 49) 
 
Anderson  
 
 
130 
I can only hope that ultimately by committing my narrative to paper, I have learnt to 
let go and move on, and that in the process, I have developed a better 
understanding as a writer of how to create voices and characters for the reader.  
My literature review supports this statement. 
 
Literature Review 
 This paper uses Celia Hunt, Therapeutic Dimensions of Autobiography in 
Creative Writing, G. Thomas Couser, Vulnerable Subjects, Ethics and Life Writing, 
Mitch Albom, Tuesdays with Morrie, Jenny Diski, Skating to Antarctica, Joan Didion, 
The Year of Magical Thinking, Mark Sanderson, Wrong Rooms and Linda  
Gray Sexton, Half in Love (Surviving the Legacy of Suicide) to give depth and 
credence to my themes.  Apart from Hunt, these acclaimed writers have each 
voiced their perspective on the themes of suicide, death and love.  These themes 
are at the core of my work; thus, I did not treat my task as a writer lightly.  There 
are many voices in my memoir and, as a writer, I was driven by a need to explore 
and document them. 
 It was imperative for me to write as honestly as possible, although I knew 
there were writing barriers.  Especially pertinent to my creative process was Celia 
Hunt and her exploration of creating autobiography.  I set out to document the 
events as they occurred.  I did not choose, however, a linear progression of events 
but rather started my narrative in the middle of my story, at the moment of my 
husband’s decision to end his life.  During the writing of the memoir, the above-
named authors influenced my creative writing process and this paper sets out to 
demonstrate how. 
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Celia, Hunt, Therapeutic Dimensions of Autobiography in Creative Writing 
 Celia Hunt allowed me to think particularly about the creation of past events 
and of voice.  She encourages her students ‘to use their autobiographical material 
as a trigger for the imagination, rather than trying to encapsulate the “truth” of the 
past.  This involves a willingness to blur the edges of their experience; to let it go 
slightly out of focus, so that the end product becomes something quite other than 
the original, yet still retains the essence of it’ (20). 
 With this in mind, I started the creative writing using a timeline from the 
beginning of my relationship with my husband to his demise, followed by my trial.  I 
wrote memories of events.  I was creating fact and fiction because I was recreating 
the past.  There is an element of creativity in the sense that it is impossible to 
achieve complete accuracy without having filmed our relationship in its entirety.  In 
any case filming is subjective, involving manipulation with a camera, starting and 
stopping, an editing process, as even on film nothing is exact.  I attempted 
reportage and/or documentary and each memory was written as an individual story.  
Each story had a beginning, middle and an end, each one was designed to move 
the story forward or back.  Therefore I found Celia Hunt extremely helpful.  I was 
working on mimetic, ‘…a representation of, or approximation to, real life … (we) 
involve the reader in a felt emotional world’ (18).  This in many respects 
represented the most difficult part of the writing process and yet at the same time 
in some ways I found this the easiest part.  I had to re-visit emotions I had 
experienced in the past and re-create them on the page.  Hunt reiterates, an author 
should focus on ‘…entering into the writing … imbuing it with authentic feelings and 
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emotions’ (18).  The writer’s job ‘…is to move beyond the surface to the felt interior’ 
(19). 
I found difficulty in making each memory interesting.  As part of the legal 
process, I was given copies of the police transcripts during my trial and was able to 
return to them when I worked on the memoir.  I substantially edited them and they 
form the backbone of the memoir.  Memories of our life together were interwoven 
with the set of interviews.  I also obtained copies of the three closing speeches - 
my defence, the prosecution, and the judge’s summing up.  I carefully read the 
closing speeches and took statements from the prosecution, defence and judge 
and inserted them into the manuscript.  The objective was to create balanced 
viewpoints.  In other words each authority was entering the dialogic.  This created 
the structure of the memoir. 
Hunt states that part of the process is ‘finding out what one has to say’ (20).  
She cites Peter Elbow who says ‘we find out what we have to say in the actual 
engagement with the medium’ (20).  We write, we edit, and Elbow says we throw 
words onto the page and shape them.  ‘We are encouraged to let go of the 
conscious control we are accustomed to exerting over the things we do, to allow 
the chaos of our unconscious to express itself and, only when this has happened, 
to apply the critical faculty’ (20-21).  For Hunt, ‘as Elbow puts it: Producing writing 
… is not so much like filling a basin or pool once, but rather getting water to keep 
flowing through till it finally runs clear’ (21).  I could certainly apply this to my writing 
process.  The only way to start and find the ‘voices’ was to sit down, write, write, 
write and then edit.  Unbroken Trust in draft form was at least four times the size of 
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the final published manuscript.  I edited out most of my writing.  It was a case of 
knowing when to stop and when enough had been written. 
 I also had to accept the obvious, Hunt quotes Martin Conway who states, 
‘…autobiographical memories are interpretations of past events from the point of 
view of the present.  They will therefore include information about current thoughts, 
wishes and motivations, as well as the beliefs and understanding of the 
rememberer’ (23). 
 Hunt mentions an essay written in 1980, entitled ‘Feelings into Words,’ 
wherein Seamus Heaney states that, ‘finding a voice means that you can get your 
own feeling into your own words and that your words have the feel of you about 
them’ (17).  I had to focus on my husband’s feelings as his health declined, how he 
re-acted to the medical profession and his moods.  For instance, when we went 
fishing and he could no longer control his fishing rod.  This demonstrated how 
physically disabled he was becoming.  Hunt goes on to say, ‘…words on a page, 
even if technically well-crafted, may be lifeless if they do not contain feelings.  One 
of the most important elements of good mimetic fiction writing is that it enables the 
reader not only to get into the minds of the characters portrayed, but also to 
experience the emotions of the characters’ (17). 
 Our world was emotional as the disappointment of our life expectations took 
hold.  As each day, week, month went by, my husband’s physical decline was 
insidious.  Yet I did not want Unbroken Trust or his voice in it to be an exercise in 
misery.  It was important for me as a writer to try to write about the happiness that 
fuelled our marriage, hence the return as a writer to the happier times when he was 
in good health.  It was also important for me to portray the happiness we shared 
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even as his health declined.  I, therefore, concentrated on happy memories as well 
as on sad ones. 
 The North Yorkshire moors landscape proved to be an excellent background 
to convey our felt emotions.  For instance, when we drove to Pateley Bridge and I 
realised how ill my husband was, I could convey this to the reader by describing 
how he had lost interest in the wildlife he loved. 
 
In the past, he had watched eagerly for any sighting of the local wildlife – 
birds, stoats and weasels.  He would make up stories about them; give them 
names, occupations and personalities.  He had lost interest now and 
gripped the dashboard with one hand and his stomach with the other.  We 
drove on in silence. 
 
   (Anderson 56) 
  
I found dialogue to be one of the most effective ways of creating my 
narrative and character.  Hunt states: 
The way we imagine dialogue, and the way it is actually spoken, are two 
different things.  Dialogue is not a neat, logical exchange between two 
people, each speech answering or complementing the other.  Two people in 
dialogue are often talking at each other, not taking a great deal of notice of 
what the other is saying, just waiting for the gap to occur so that they can fill 
it with what they want to say.  Or their attention may be divided between the 
conversation and something else going on around them, elements of which 
might also stray into the dialogue.  Again, a great deal of what is said in a 
dialogue belies what is not said. 
 
   (29)  
   
I was aware of this as I wrote my dialogues and also as I edited the police 
interviews and speeches.  Hunt continues:, ‘Placing dialogue on the page – making 
it written rather than spoken – changes it yet again, because we do not have the 
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benefit of the tone of voice or inflection of the speaker, which means certain words 
or phrases present in spoken dialogue may be unnecessary or awkward on the 
page’ (29).  This proved to be true of the police interviews.  I could not re-create 
the aggressive tone of voice adopted by the two police officers when they 
interviewed me.  Their questions were fired at me rapidly.  At various points in the 
interview process, I turned to my solicitor for a break from this ‘rapid fire’ by asking 
for his advice and I included these moments in the transcripts to demonstrate the 
pressure I was under. 
 
 DC Richardson But I’m trying to paint a picture of some thingsthat were 
more unusual than normal in Paul’s life on this evening 
when he has mentioned to you that he has taken too 
much.  I’m trying to work out your thinking at that point 
and the fact that – as a carer for Paul – even if you’re in 
two minds, wouldn’t you have considered calling for 
medical assistance whether he had or hadn’t taken 
anything? 
 
 JA Can I have a word with my solicitor please? 
 
 DC Richardson Okay, certainly.  We’re going to stop the interview for 
legal advice.’ 
 
  (Anderson 99) 
 
 As stated, I was fortunate in that I had copies of the police transcripts which 
were my documented record of the police interviews.  I was, therefore, able to use 
my dialogue with the police as Hunt says ‘taking us back into the present  
of the experience and re-experiencing it from the inside’ (29). 
 Hunt continues, saying dialogue ‘demands that the writer take on, in her 
imagination, letting go of her usual identity and, temporarily, becoming the other.  
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In other words, dialogue is another important device for showing rather than telling’ 
(30).  In the creative element of Unbroken Trust I was re-creating conversation 
from the past so it is unlikely that it was verbatim.  Dialogue was one of my main 
tools for revealing character, and I used it wherever I could to take on my 
husband’s voice, and indeed other voices.  When writing of the visit from the nurse, 
for instance, I was able to combine the dialogue with our exterior, which I hope 
shows, and does not merely tell. 
  
I would need a budget of millions, a laboratory and a team of 
scientists.  It would take years of research to find a cure. 
 
His words trailed off.  I looked outside.  March.  It was windy and the 
yellow daffodils were crushing together as if for warmth. 
 
   (Anderson 35) 
 
The above was designed to demonstrate how helpless we both felt.  The dialogue 
linked to the description of the yellow daffodils re-iterates this. 
 Hunt believes the big mistake of autobiography is when the author stands 
on the sidelines and tells us how we should think and how we should feel.  This 
was a writing task on which I had worked hard.  It was about using reportage, 
describing events as they happened without making comment or trying to influence 
the reader.  To reiterate, I was concerned about providing a memoir that allowed 
space for different points of view.  It was about creating character but also depicted 
real people and real events.  My re-creation of each character in the narrative will 
always have a subjective element.  Hunt’s advice about creating character for 
memoir is ‘…create characters who are not only visible on the surface, but 
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authentic emotional beings.  This means that the writers have to get inside the 
characters and to become them whilst they are in the making’ (24).  As I wrote, I 
worked on the feelings and emotions of those in our life: for instance, my 
husband’s GP. 
  
He looked at me as if I was not there and went quickly up to the bedroom.  
He held Paul’s wrist and checked for a pulse and listened to his chest with 
his stethoscope.  He walked past me out of the bedroom; his face was ice 
cold and grim. 
    
  (Anderson 11) 
 
 The writing journey I embarked on was extremely emotional as I revisited 
events, especially the police transcripts, but my focus had to be as non-
judgemental as possible.  I had to be brave enough to reveal aspects of our 
marriage that should have remained private.  I was writing memoir and therefore it 
was necessary not to shirk. 
 
 I waited and then pulled out the hosepipe.  He got out and yelled: 
 I want to die. 
 You can’t 
 He listened as I gave him all the reasons to stay alive, ending with; 
 The business will be a success, we’ll make money.  You’ll get well. 
 He screamed back.  I hate you. 
His hackles rose and his face flamed red.  For the first time in our 
relationship he slapped my face, but it was only a tap.  We glared at each 
other.  I reeled with the contact.  He watched me as my face registered 
shock. 
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   (Anderson 65) 
 
This text was extremely difficult to write but it was the truth of that day.  These were 
the words my husband said during the hosepipe incident when I fought to keep him 
alive.  They were his actions and my actions and it was necessary to document 
them, particularly as the police went over this event in the interviews. 
 The authorities investigated our life thoroughly.  It was discussed at 
Harrogate police station and then again over an eleven-day period in court, five 
days of pre-directional hearing and six days of trial.  It was thus necessary to give 
as in-depth a portrait of our lives as possible in the memoir.  The police transcripts 
were read out in court and had already entered the public domain.  Initially I was 
interviewed twelve days after my husband had died and this is reflected in the first 
set of interviews, which reveal to the reader my vulnerability.   My answers to the 
questions were infused with emotion.  I was aware of this when I came back to the 
transcripts to edit them for the memoir.  My response, six months later, when I 
returned to Harrogate Police Station for further questioning demonstrates how I 
was moving on with my collected thoughts about my husband’s death. 
 Hunt says ‘students attending my writing course often express the feeling 
that what has been committed to the page is a part of themselves; they talk about 
“lying naked on the page” and are understandably sensitive to comments on, or 
criticisms of, their autobiographical writing’ (50).  She goes on to say in reference 
to autobiography that, the author relinquishes 
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control of her identity.  This is risky; it involves the possibility that the reader 
will judge her adversely for her self-indulgence or see the sadness which 
she prefers to keep out of sight… it might also represent a confrontation with 
an antagonistic part of the author’s own psyche which stands in hostile 
judgement on her. 
 
   (51) 
 
 She discovered her students had a variety of reactions to writing about the 
self.  For some it had a ‘positive impact on their self-perception’ (51), while for 
others, it ‘…was disturbing or shocking’ (52).  She suggests that,  
 
fears about how others will see us or the desire to keep hidden aspects of 
ourselves of which we disapprove can, needless to say, create difficulties 
with creative writing which might take the form of inhibitions or blocks to the 
writing process. 
 
   (52) 
 
 She quotes Bakhtin, who says the author ‘… will be unable to allow the 
voices of her characters or narrators to have as much authority as the voice of the 
author, and this will hinder the necessary dialogue between the author and the 
fictional entities she creates’ (52).  This was certainly a primary concern in the 
creation of Unbroken Trust – my voice and how I wanted the reader to perceive me, 
how I was going to portray all the other voices and allow them their autonomy. 
 Hunt goes on to state that, ‘research into memory reveals that as much as 
we might strive for accuracy in remembering ourselves in the past, this may not be 
possible’ (154).  She quotes Ulric Neisser, for whom 
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autobiographical remembering is a complex, many-layered procedure that 
involves: 
1. Actual past events and the historical self who participated in them; 
2. Those events as they were then experienced, including the individual’s 
own perceived self at the time; 
3. the remembering self, that is, the individual in the act of recalling those 
events on some later occasion; and 
4. the remembered self constructed on that occasion. 
 
 
(154) 
 
 
She goes on to say, ‘this means that the self that is remembered today is not the 
historical self of yesterday, but only a reconstructed version, a mixture of fact and 
fiction, or even on occasion a complete fiction of our imagination’ (154)  ‘For 
contemporary writers on autobiography, the autobiographical enterprise continues 
to be a quest for the truth of the self, but that truth is more in the nature of a 
subjective or ‘personal truth’ rather than ‘objective truth.’ (154). I respected the re-
creation of self as I wrote.  I knew my material was subjective rather than objective, 
that the truth was impossible to achieve with complete accuracy, and that all I 
could hope to achieve was an essence of the truth, an essence of the voices we 
encountered. 
 It is not possible to explore Hunt and her theories fully in this paper but her 
words resonated with my own endeavours.  Hunt quotes Paul John Eakin, who 
suggests that, ‘autobiographical truth is not a fixed but an evolving content in an 
intricate process of self-discovery and self-creation’ (155).  For Hunt, this means 
that the only kind of truth which we can hope to find through autobiography is 
provisional and specific to the present moment, and will therefore change over 
time’ (155). 
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 To recap, Celia Hunt re-iterates the importance of feelings: 
 
One of the most important elements of mimetic fiction is that it should be 
emotionally felt.  This means that the reader is enabled not only to get into 
the minds of the characters portrayed, but also to experience the emotions 
of the characters, as if they are real people.  In order to achieve this effect, 
writers have to be able to immerse themselves in the feelings they are trying 
to portray.  
 
(176-177) 
 
 She also discusses the need ‘to be able to tolerate within ourselves rival 
world views, many different truths, and hold them together with an authorial stance 
which is not rigid or fixed, but solidly based and flexible’ (15).  For Hunt, ‘some 
people will learn how to give their characters and narrators a life of their own, thus 
opening up the possibility of creating more spontaneous and authentic fictions’ 
(189).   
I found her advice invaluable during my own writing process.  I made every 
effort through my own imagination, memory and feelings to create other voices 
apart from my own, especially my husband’s voice.  
 
G. Thomas Couser, Vulnerable Subjects, Ethics and Life Writing 
 
I found G. Thomas Couser’s sensitive consideration of the ethics of life 
writing as death writing, particularly illuminating.  It made me consider questions 
such as how I could sensibly write an account without becoming emotionally 
embroiled in the right to die debate.  How could I re-create the life of my disabled 
husband?  His voice?  The voice of a dead person.  Even though I did not assist 
my husband’s suicide I was concerned about my motives as a writer of the events.  
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Couser writes about those who assist suicide and their motives, which I found 
useful in determining my own as a non-assister.  Couser suggests that, 
 
suicide assistants typically seek to memorialize the person who committed 
suicide, but they also need to justify their own participation in the suicide; 
the two motives, though not necessarily contradictory, may conflict.  Indeed, 
we may think of such narratives generically as extended assisted suicide 
notes; as such, they often betray mixed motives. 
    
   (154-155) 
 
Further,  
 
thus there is always the danger that those who acquiesce in, abet, or assist 
suicide are seeking in part to end their own pain, sadness and 
disappointment.  (Whatever their explicit messages, the narratives that 
some of them go on to write also are testimony that their suffering does not 
end with the life of their relative; their suffering may in fact result in part from 
their role in the euthanasia scenario) 
    
   (156) 
 
Unavoidably, this is true in my writing journey even though I stood aside.  I have 
tried to make sense of the events, relay them to the reader, but, in part, my motives 
were fuelled by my own suffering, sadness and disappointment.  Couser also says 
that 
 
a key issue in narratives of assisted suicide is the nature of the collaboration 
inherent in the act.  Ideally, the act is freely initiated by the suicide and 
acquiesced in reluctantly by the assister, whose role is secondary; the 
assistant is perforce the “author” of the act’s inscription, but has to present 
himself or herself as not the sole author of the act itself. 
 
   (159) 
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I can certainly apply this statement and the challenges inherent in it to myself. 
‘…when someone becomes terminally ill or disabled, autobiography often gives 
way to biography; a narrator speaks about or for the vulnerable subject’ (161).  
Again this applies to my husband’s voice.  As a writer I am speaking for him and as 
Hunt points out, this brings its own implicit challenges.  How vulnerable was my 
husband?  As I wrote memories, it was always apparent to me that the truth was 
subjective.   Did he re-act that way to the nurse who came to take his blood?  Yes, 
he did.  One of the conclusions Couser reaches is that ‘in the face of disability, 
then, life writing may morph from autobiography into euthanography; in such 
instances, writing of disability may be tantamount to writing off disability’ (162).  I 
was conscious of this as I wrote; my narrative could not marginalize the disabled.  
It had to be life affirming in its own way.  My husband remained positive largely 
throughout his disability; nature provided a backdrop to our many happy times 
together.  It was important for me to portray this in the narrative of Unbroken Trust.  
Another point Couser makes is Herbert Hendin’s claim that narratives of 
euthanasia may be ‘the ultimate marketing technique to promote the normalization 
of assisted suicide and euthanasia’ (123).  These words were difficult to 
contemplate and consider.  I had to examine and re-examine my motives for 
writing the memoir.  Was I setting out to justify my husband’s action of suicide to an 
audience of strangers? (125). Was I providing an ‘elaborate defence of a painful 
choice?’ (126).  Couser suggests that ‘readers operate at a remove from the world 
in which a real person chose to die, however, readers are not in a position to take 
issue with the actual decision making; the process by which these life-or-death 
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decisions were reached and carried out is accessible to readers only through the 
narrative’s mediation.  As readers, we know only what we are told, and we can 
respond only to the representation of these events – a second-order phenomenon 
at best’ (127). 
 Couser concludes ‘if the subtext, the subliminal message of medicine today 
is all too likely to be “cure, correct, or eliminate,” the subtext of robust disability 
narrative is life without cure, but not without care’ (164).  In writing my narrative I 
was all too aware of this remit.  Two questions were constant companions in my 
writing process. Why could my husband not keep on going and live with his 
disability?  And did I do enough for him; did I give him enough care?  Subliminally, I 
assume both these issues are part of my narrative.  Certainly they were always 
present as I wrote.  Ultimately, and as presented in Unbroken Trust I had to come 
to terms with the fact that my husband was in too much physical pain and suffering 
too much, to want to continue living.  His diagnosis was complex; he suffered from 
arthritis and osteoporosis as well as ME/Chronic Fatigue Syndrome.  This fact 
made my other reading relevant I have not only chosen texts about death but also 
texts that explore depression which I class as emotional pain and texts that write 
about diseases that cause great physical pain.  The other dominant word in some 
of the texts I have chosen is suicide. 
 My reading of Couser allowed me to collect my thoughts before I began 
creating Unbroken Trust and the voices inherent in the memoir.  It was Couser’s 
sensitive examination of euthanography that honed my instincts as a subjective 
witness to my husband’s life.  Memoir is as much about what is not said as what is 
said.  In Unbroken Trust I am attempting to make sense of a significant set of 
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events as witnessed by my own individual experience.  Due to the court case, our 
private lives were subjected to public scrutiny by the authorities and the media.  As 
such Unbroken Trust articulates the many voices that entered our lives before and 
after my husband’s death. 
 Couser focused my thoughts on my reasons for writing the memoir and also 
the responsibility of re-creating voices and characters in a narrative on 
euthanography.  Couser says that, ‘painful as it is to read and respond to, 
euthanography is an extreme instance of contemporary narrative as quality-of-life 
writing-that is, narrative that rehearses difficult bioethical questions’ (127).  He later 
states that euthanasia narratives, ‘…which set out to justify a decision, may leave 
haunting doubts in the minds of sympathetic readers.  To say this is to suggest 
also that such narratives may implicitly admit what they explicitly deny: that their 
authors are also haunted by their decision’ (137).   
This statement certainly applies to my writing process, which to my mind is a 
sort of ‘haunting’.  I will always be haunted by my decision to allow my husband to 
die.  Couser goes on to argue that, ‘Narratives of euthanasia can be instructive, 
however, precisely because they afford an opportunity to examine the act in 
context rather that to contemplate it in the abstract’ (144), adding that, 
 
 no-one should judge those who decide that there is no dignity except in 
arranging death while they are still in control of their bodies; but we should 
also attend to the examples of those-like Murphy, Hanlan, Robillard and 
Morrie Schwartz-who find dignity and gratification in living with severe 
disability.   
 
    
    
   (153) 
 
Couser goes on to relate the view of Richard K. Sanderson, who 
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notes that survivors of unassisted suicide “may blame themselves for the 
death, and they may imagine, often correctly, that they are being blamed by 
others.  Though their grief may be especially intense and prolonged, the 
shame attached to suicide frequently deprives them of the social support 
normally available to the bereaved.  In short, suicide survivors generally find 
themselves assuming a new, enduring, and somewhat stigmatized role. 
 
  (124) 
 
I can certainly confirm that this is true.  I have, however, received support 
throughout my bereavement in order to grieve, and this has helped me when 
writing the memoir.  Mitch Albom, Tuesdays with Morrie offered me a narrative that 
was a positive acceptance of death.  Schwartz has come to terms with his terminal 
disability; he lives with it to the end, and is curious about dying.  Couser mentions 
Schwartz and the fact he does not contemplate suicide or plan it (149), but rather 
spends his time examining his life as he is dying allowing his disease to take its 
natural course in the context of the ‘toleration of permanent severe disability’ (149). 
This again raised the issue of my own concern about levels of tolerance.  As 
the writer of my own narrative, I could only rely on the fact that the pain my 
husband experienced was intolerable, beyond anything else I have ever witnessed, 
and this is from my own experiences in hospitals, among the dying.  If, as the writer 
of his voice, I have to justify his actions then his level of physical pain was the 
determining factor. 
 
Mitch Albom, Tuesdays with Morrie 
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 Couser discusses life writing as death writing, so Mitch Albom’s,  
Tuesdays with Morrie proved to be another good case study for me.  I read it as I 
was writing my manuscript.  I chose this text because it is about terminal illness, 
and a human being facing his own death.  Morrie Schwartz, a professor of 
Sociology and Albom’s former teacher, is dying.  He has a terminal diagnosis of 
ALS (Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis; Lou Gehrig’s disease).  Albom goes to visit 
and so begins a collaboration on writing the book, which they both describe as a 
final thesis.  Schwartz and Albom are the two dominant voices and the book is 
divided into a series of lessons.  Albom moves between past and present as he 
records Schwartz’s life.  He focuses predominantly on his time as Schwartz’s 
student and on the present time, with Schwartz’s terminal decline.  As I have done, 
Albom is documenting another’s voice.  There are fourteen lessons and by lesson 
three Albom is taping the conversations between them.  He states to Schwartz, ‘I 
want to remember what we talk about … I want to have your voice so I can listen to 
it … later’ (62).  Schwartz responds, 
 
 I want to tell you about my life.  I want to tell you before I can’t tell you 
anymore … I want someone to hear my story.  Albom sums this up by 
stating ‘I suppose tapes, like photographs and videos, are a desperate 
attempt to steal something from death’s suitcase… if some mystical clarity 
of thought came when you looked death in the eye, then I knew Morrie 
wanted to share it.  And I wanted to remember it for as long as I could. 
    
  (63-64) 
 
He continues, ‘we all need teachers in our lives.  And mine was sitting in front of 
me’ (65). 
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 Through this writing journey Albom questions his own life, expectations and 
aspirations.  ‘My days were full, yet I remained, much of the time, unsatisfied’ (34).  
The fourteen lessons always take place on each Tuesday, and feature a chosen 
topic.  The first one features a conversation about the world, in which, Schwartz 
quotes Levine and states, ‘love is the only rational act’ (52).  On successive 
Tuesdays, the two voices discuss feeling sorry for yourself, regrets, death.  
Schwartz reflects as his own death is approaching, ‘…know you’re going to die, 
and to be prepared for it at any time… That way you can actually be more involved 
in your life while you’re living’ (81).  They discuss family with Schwartz stating they 
are ‘spiritual security’ - ‘knowing that your family will be there watching out for you.  
Nothing else will give you that.  Not money.  Not fame.’ (92)  They move on to 
emotions, fear of ageing, with Schwartz saying, ‘Ageing is not just decay, its 
growth’ (118).  They discuss money, and then a chapter described as - ‘how love 
goes on,’ in which Schwartz makes the statement, ‘… love is how you stay alive, 
even after you are gone’ (133).  Again Schwartz mentions his voice, ‘Think of my 
voice and I’ll be there’ (134).  They discuss marriage, American culture, 
forgiveness, the perfect day and the final lesson is the final visit.  Albom entitles it 
‘We say goodbye’, saying as he arrived at Schwartz’s home that, ‘I entered, 
pushing a smile onto my face’ (183). 
 I found Tuesdays with Morrie to be sentimental, a testament to a life lived 
and an exploration of death.  Schwartz is confronting and examining his own 
approaching death with a positive attitude even as he reaches formidable levels of 
disability.  I was interested in the ways in which Albom creates Schwartz’s voice.  
He uses not just the dialogue of their conversations but graphic descriptions 
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detailing Schwartz’s decline, intercut with events such as Albom’s classes with 
Schwartz when he was a student and his graduation sixteen years earlier, when 
Schwartz was in good health. 
 Albom’s portrait of Schwartz stays in the memory, and as I wrote I 
considered how he had achieved that.  His descriptions of Schwartz are vivid. 
 
In his graduation robe, he looks like a cross between a biblical prophet and 
a Christmas elf.  He had sparkling blue-green eyes, thinning silver hair that 
spills onto his forehead, big ears, a triangular nose, and tufts of graying 
eyebrows. 
    
   (3) 
 
And later as Schwartz declines: 
 
He wore a yellow pajama-like top, and a blanket covered him from the chest 
down.  The lump of his form was so withered that I almost thought there was 
something missing.  He was as small as a child.  Morrie’s mouth was open, 
and his skin was pale and tight against his cheekbones.  When his eyes 
rolled toward me, he tried to speak, but I heard only a soft grunt. 
 
   (183) 
 
So I concentrated on descriptions of my husband and myself.  ‘In another fifteen 
minutes or so, we both looked like snowmen covered from head to foot with petals 
of ice; we blinked at each other and grinned.  We sang and danced.’ (Anderson 
107)  ‘He combed his hair by bending down.  He was having difficulty lifting his 
arms up to his head so he was getting used to inventing new ways of manoeuvring 
around the cottage’ (Anderson 54). 
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 Albom returns to the past and memories, as I have.  He documents the 
death of Schwartz’s mother, which can only be memories that Schwartz has told 
him. 
 
On the morning of the funeral, Morrie’s relatives came down the steps of his 
tenement building on the poor Lower East Side of Manhattan.  The men 
wore dark suits, the women wore veils.  The kids in the neighborhood were 
going off to school, and as they passed, Morrie looked down, ashamed that 
his classmates would see him this way.  One of his aunts, a heavyset 
woman, grabbed Morrie and began to wail: -’What will you do without your 
mother?  What will become of you? 
 
   (73) 
 
This is a vivid re-telling of an event that the author never experienced: it is a 
memory that must have resonated for Schwartz as the rememberer, possibly a 
story he told many times and to many people in his lifetime, though that is my own 
personal assessment.  I, too, attempted to construct memories that belonged to my 
husband, ‘He had grown up on a council estate in a large family with many 
relatives and friends, so he was not selfish.  If he ate a bar of chocolate, he always 
saved some pieces for me’ (Anderson 24). 
 The re-creation of a voice is about documenting the personal unique history 
as much as anything else.  The writer is capturing the nuance of lives, the big 
events and the small ones.  The creative process is recognizing that a life is a 
complex portrait with many details.  Albom demonstrated this to me as I wrote. 
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Jenny Diski, Skating to Antarctica 
 
I read Jenny Diski’s memoir, Skating to Antarctica prior to writing Unbroken 
Trust and again on completion.  Her memoir inspired me with her descriptions of 
nature, her return to her own past documenting voices, and her thoughts about her 
own depression.  She writes about her journey to Antarctica and interweaves this 
with her own personal journey back to her childhood.  She writes this about 
memory 
 
When I have used actual events that occurred during my childhood – or my 
adulthood, come to that – the mere act of writing them and including them in 
a fiction, quite apart from altering them according to the needs of the book, 
separates them from the memorized event.  Once it is written, I possess two 
distinct memories: the original event, intact, and, as I feel it, about me; and 
the written one, existing in parallel, vividly pictured but about the character I 
have created. 
 
  (82) 
 
By re-creating herself as a child, therefore, she is creating a character from the 
past.  She continues, pointing out that ‘if the Jennifer’s I write into my fictions are 
me, they are proliferated me’s; me’s with their own autonomy – at least within the 
confines of their story’ (82). 
 She also writes about her mother and father and their disintegrating 
marriage.  Ultimately, she loses contact with both her parents.  Her father leaves 
the family unit and her mother is not able to take care of Diski, leaving her to find 
her own way.  She describes the last time she sees her mother - ‘I watched her 
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disappear past the window in the direction of Camden Town underground, and 
then, I supposed, back to Hove, … I never saw her again’ (26).  She reflects, 
 
My mother’s silence continued, and I didn’t do anything about it.  I didn’t 
want to speak to her, and the fact that she didn’t want to speak to me was a 
relief, putting off the next unpleasantness.  The silence elongated into 
months, then years and then decades. 
    
   (26) 
 
It is Diski’s daughter, Chloe, who is curious to discover what has happened to her 
grandmother.  This discourse weaves throughout her journey to ‘the bottom of the 
world’, Antarctica. 
 Diski uses dialogue and description to re-create her childhood.  She re-visits 
the places in which she grew up and recalls her friends from the past.  She visits 
former neighbours in order to get their memories.  She describes one such visit in 
the following terms: ‘…you could hear her remembering and considering what she 
remembered’ (92).  She says 
 
knowing clearly what happened isn’t on the cards.  The sound of my parents 
fighting in our two-roomed flat on the third floor echoed through the corridors 
of Paramount Court, my father leaving several times, my mother being 
stretchered away to hospital, the furniture and fittings being confiscated by 
debt collectors when we were on the fifth floor: these were all public events, 
but somehow, it was assumed, I wouldn’t retain a memory of those things.  
Adults experience, children don’t. 
 
  (93) 
  
She follows by saying, ‘Well, I remembered all sorts of things, and some of them 
the sort of thing you are supposed to keep hidden from your adult self, but what I 
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lacked was corroboration and background.  Neither of my parents told clear stories 
about themselves…’ (94). As to notions of truth, ‘it came and went according to 
emotions and in the end just told another, different story from the previous story’ 
(94). 
 Through her visits to the neighbours, Diski discovers her father tried to 
commit suicide.  She records the conversation that takes place. 
 
‘Do you know why he tried to kill himself?’ I asked.  Somehow my mother’s 
suicide attempts didn’t need a motive.’ 
 
 ‘I think it was frustration,’ suggested Mrs Rosen.’ 
  
‘No, it was all to do with those letters he was sending.’ 
 ‘And gambling.  He took a chance on everything, he loved gambling.’ 
 ‘He was desperate.’ 
 ‘Desperate.’ 
 ‘He despaired.’ 
 ‘So sad, so sad.’ 
    
   (107) 
 
 Diski says she still mourns the loss of family photos taken before she was 
eleven (112-113).  She explores memory and photographs, but without 
photographs of herself she states that she is left with ‘…those unreliable memory 
snapshots that must do service for the past.’ (114). In remembering she suggests 
that, 
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memory is continually created, a story told and retold, using jigsaw pieces of 
experience.  It’s utterly unreliable in some ways, because who can say 
whether the feeling or emotion that seems to belong to the recollection 
actually belongs to it rather than being available from the general store of 
likely emotions we have learned?  Who can say that this image is correct, 
and not an image from a book or film or a picture, another part of one’s life, 
which, seeming to fit with the general story, is pressed into service?  
Memory is not false in the sense that it is willfully bad, but it is excitingly 
corrupt in its inclination to make a proper story of the past.  Photos fix the 
past, or snippets of it.  Film or video fix the past even more firmly, giving us 
movement and voices, leaving less and less to the imagination … But even 
then something is always missing of the reality of the experienced moment. 
    
  (147) 
 
 Diski recounts her memories as she voyages to Antarctica, so the reader is 
taken simultaneously on a journey in the present and a journey into her past.  She 
paints a vivid portrait of Antarctica in her description of the landscape and wildlife. 
‘…looking at the sea, which was turquoise like no turquoise I had ever seen.  An 
iridescent, sparkling, blue-tinged green, with white frills dancing on the surface.  
The clouds were fat and fluffy in a cerulean sky’ (132).  The landscape was also 
filled with seals, ‘grey jellied mountain(s)… whose sides slope down to their 
inadequate-looking flippers’ (142), and with other animals: ‘the long shoreline and 
the beach right back to the glacier and mountains were packed so tight with 
penguins that they formed a continuous carpet.  A legion of black faces and orange 
beaks pointed out to sea facing in our direction’ (160). 
 I was interested in thinking about depression since, as part of his diagnosis, 
my husband was classed as depressed.  This made Diski particularly relevant to 
my own creative process.  She explores her own episodes of depression and 
attempts at suicide during her childhood and teenage years. ‘Depression is a lifting 
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of the veil, what I saw when I was right down, was, I believed, what was actually 
there to be seen.  Intolerable blankness’ (182).  She includes her own visits to 
psychiatric hospitals. 
 
what they were for me were places of safety, blank places of white sheets 
and nothing happening…  The hospitals were convents for escapees from 
life; enclosed, safe and with their own rules for disengagement.  I, and the 
other patients, were inmates, intensely close in a conspiracy to lock out the 
world of our regular lives…  Being depressed is very painful, but it is also 
silence and absence. 
 
   (226) 
 
Diski’s words about depression informed my memoir.  The words suicide and 
depression seem to belong together.  I had to explore them in my own narrative. 
 The blank white of depression is matched by Antarctica and Diski states 
from the beginning this was one of the reasons for her journey there, ‘I wanted my 
white bedroom extended beyond reason.  That was Antarctica, and only Antarctica’ 
(5).  She concludes with the same sentiments ‘I wanted to be unavailable in that 
place without the pain.  I still want it.  It is coloured white and filled with a singing 
silence.  It is an endless ice rink.  It is Antarctica’ (227). 
 In the final pages, Diski writes about her mother.  Her daughter has done 
more research while Diski has been on her voyage.  She comes home to the 
discovery that her mother died eight years earlier. 
 
the death certificate confirmed, most immediately and most shockingly, not 
her death, but her existence up to 1988…  She’d been around all along.  
Living, breathing, thinking.  And instantly the past looked darker and more 
cluttered than I had pictured it up to then.  There had been the possibility all 
along up to 1988, the retrospective possibility, that she might have made 
contact; might, as in my worst early hours anxiety, have turned up in my life. 
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   (232) 
  
 I was attracted to Diski’s memoir by the colour white.  She uses it constantly 
in her evocation of depression and her reasoning about Antartica.  One of the 
objectives in my memoir was therefore to write about colour.  I did not believe, and 
still do not, that my husband was depressed when I was with him, primarily 
because we were happy and laughed throughout our relationship.  Therefore it was 
crucial for me to attempt to return to his voice and the memories of him and 
demonstrate this. 
 
he walked over to an ornate writing desk, made from cedar or rosewood.  It 
was beautifully crafted, carved and intricately designed.  He ran his hands 
over it and turned the key, releasing the flat top that made it into a writing 
desk.  Between us, we pulled out the drawers and each glided out smoothly.  
Each drawer had a tiny key sitting in an ornate gold lock.  We examined all 
of the compartments and visualised the ink, the crisp writing paper, the 
letters, the cheque book, bills, quills, glue, elastic bands, paper clips and 
feathers.  We mused over when it was owned and used.  The shop assistant 
was a stout, homely woman with a friendly grin. We asked her the price.  
She replied, ‘Three hundred and forty pounds.   
 
Then he turned to me and said,  
‘Would you like me to buy it for you when I’m well?’ 
I smiled. 
 
(Anderson 60) 
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Diski writes about her own suicide attempts and her own depression.  In 
terms of giving her childhood a voice, she says this ‘Jennifer, as story, suited me.  I 
could look at her, think about her, even feel for her from the distance of a story-
teller or historian… I wanted to get her into a better focus, not to become her’ 
(185).  I used Diski as a benchmark for my own narrative because she writes about 
her own history, commiting it to memoir.  Her thoughts on memory and re-capturing 
the past are valid assessments of the difficulty of re-creating voices in 
autobiography. 
 
Joan Didion, The Year of Magical Thinking 
Joan Didion starts  her memoir with the first words she writes after her 
husband’s death, 
 
 ‘Life changes fast. 
 Life changes in the instant. 
 You sit down to dinner and life as you know it ends. 
 The question of self-pity.’ 
 
(3) 
 
These words drew me into her memoir and I read it as I wrote.  I was interested in 
how she had re-created her husband’s voice and their past.  She starts, as I do, 
with a detailed account of her husband’s death.  After a forty year marriage to John 
Gregory Dunne, they sit down to dinner and he has a massive heart attack.  She 
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writes about her first year without him and in her narrative recalls events from her 
marriage.  Her daughter, Quintana, is seriously ill during this period and she writes 
about this situation too.  Towards the end of the first year without him and at the 
close of the memoir she recognises that, ‘my sense of John himself, John alive, will 
become more remote, even “mudgy,” softened, transmuted into whatever best 
serves my life without him.  In fact this is already beginning to happen’ (225).  She 
also concludes, ‘I know why we try to keep the dead alive: we try to keep them 
alive in order to keep them with us’ (225). 
 Throughout the memoir she rewrites the events on the day.  He died as the 
ambulance crew arrived.  She writes what he was doing before they sat down to 
eat.  In the details of their relationship some sense of him emerges.  She states 
that 
 
it was in fact the ordinary nature of everything preceding the event that 
prevented me from truly believing it had happened, absorbing it, 
incorporating it, getting past it.  I recognize now that there was nothing 
unusual in this: confronted with sudden disaster we all focus on how 
unremarkable the circumstances were in which the unthinkable occurred 
 
(4)   
 
So I recorded my own ‘disaster’, relating the events of my husband’s death on what 
started out as an ordinary day.  ‘I began my daily routine.  I bathed, ate some toast 
and brought him a cup of tea’ (Anderson 5).  I document, however, that something 
was different on the day of my event.   I had an instinct, and I record, ‘something 
was different on this day, as if the sun had risen in a different place or not risen at 
all’ (Anderson 5).  The police repeatedly asked me to go over the final day, and I 
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suppose, as Didion notes that ‘re-playing it, writing about it, is a sort of obsession, 
as if rerunning it could reveal a different ending’ (51). 
 Didion wishes that rather than words she had film of her marriage, then she 
could ‘touch a key and collapse the sequence of time, show you simultaneously all 
the frames of memory that come to me now’ (8).  She tells us that, ‘because we 
were both writers and both worked at home our days were filled with the sound of 
each others’ voices’ (16).  As I do, she returns to their wedding day, ‘January 30, 
1964, A Thursday, at the Catholic Mission of San Juan Bautista in San Benito 
County, California.  John wore a navy blue suit from Chipp.  I wore a short white 
silk dress’ (69).  ‘When the ceremony was over we drove to the lodge at Pebble 
Beach.  There were little things to eat, champagne, a terrace that opened onto the 
Pacific, very simple’ (70).  She goes through photographs she has from the 
marriage, each one documenting a moment, ‘There was a photograph of John and 
me and Quintana on the deck of the house we had in Malibu in the 1970s’ (72).  
She writes about a conversation they have in a taxi but, admits that ‘he said these 
things in the taxi between Beth Israel North and our apartment either three hours 
before he died or twenty-seven hours before he died, I try to remember which and 
cannot’ (82).  In reference to her daughter’s illness, as she visits her in hospital, 
Didion writes that, ‘there are parts of days that seem very clear and parts of days 
that do not’ (122-123), again pointing out how blurred memory becomes, how the 
re-creation of another’s life is based on snippets of conversation, photographs, 
events.  The closeness of their relationship is revealed in dialogue: her husband 
has read one of her books and says, ‘don’t ever tell me again you can’t write.  
That’s my birthday present to you.’  Didion says, ‘I remember tears coming to my 
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eyes’ (166).  She remembers that they went out to eat each evening when she 
covered a Democratic convention in New York in 1992, ‘he waited every night to 
eat with me’ (183).  For Didion, ‘marriage is memory, marriage is time’ (197). 
 By writing her memoir, Didion is making an attempt to come to terms with 
her loss.  She documents and re-documents her final hours with her husband and 
the events thereafter.  She returns to happy times in her marriage and re-creates 
for the reader those moments.  She ends the memoir with trips they took together 
to go swimming.  
 
we had to be in the water at the very moment the tide was right.  We could 
only have done this a half dozen times at most during the two years we lived 
there but it is what I remember.  Each time we did it I was afraid of missing 
the swell, hanging back, timing it wrong.  John never was.  You had to feel 
the swell change.  You had to go with the change.  He told me that. 
 
(227)   
 
I read her as a fellow-traveller.  We were both dealing with the loss of a loved-one. 
We were both writing about the past, trying to re-claim it, to bring it back, but 
ultimately reaching the same conclusion.  We have to move on and let go.  ‘You 
had to go with the change’ (227). 
Didion provided me with a sense of how to achieve a memoir as she writes 
about her marriage, her shared history with her husband and subsequently her loss 
of him.  I found her work profoundly moving and her handling of memory and 
dialogue useful in the creation of my own memoir.  She also examines grief which 
helped me with my own.  For Didion, ‘people in grief think a great deal about self-
pity.  We fear that our actions will reveal the condition tellingly described as 
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“dwelling on it.”  Visible mourning reminds us of death, which is construed as 
unnatural, a failure to manage the situation’ (193).   Her voice and that of her 
husband resonant through her memoir as she records their marriage. 
 
Mark Sanderson, Wrong Rooms 
 I read Mark Sanderson’s, Wrong Rooms during the creative writing process 
and found his work to be such a close match to my own narrative that I was often 
in tears.  I returned again to his memoir after I had completed Unbroken Trust to 
help me reflect on my own writing journey.  He finds the love of his life, his 
soulmate, Drew Morgan, and they are looking forward to a fulfilling, wonderful life 
together and then Drew is diagnosed with skin cancer.  In the final chapters, Drew 
is in agony and wants to die.  Sanderson reveals that he assisted Drew’s suicide 
and suffocated him.  He has kept the fact that he took this action a secret until he 
writes the memoir.  He questions his motives: ‘is it possible to love someone too 
much?  Did I do the right thing?  No doubt the world will tell me.  I am, however, 
certain of this: I would do anything to spend ten seconds more in his arms’ (286).  
He also concludes that ‘the moral, if one were needed, is that you must speak out.  
There is little point suffering in silence’ (295).  
I was interested in the text particularly in response to Hunt and the re-
creation of voice.  In the Author’s Note Sanderson states that 
 
I have pieced together the evidence from diaries, notes, letters and videos.  
Our friends and families have provided me with additional testimony.  None 
of them knew the whole truth until now.  Most of the material was already in 
my head: the memory can be an amazing – and frightening – thing. … 
However, he (Drew) could not speak for himself so there are times when I 
have had to put words into his mouth.  This was easy enough: I still talk to 
him every day. 
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(XI-XII) 
 
Sanderson documents the start of their relationship, at which point he had 
been on his own or in unsatisfying relationships for most of his life.  With, his 
thirtieth birthday fast approaching he met Drew.  He liked being with him and their 
relationship developed into love.  Sanderson’s re-telling the events of their love 
affair creates a portrait of Drew:  
 
we bathed together, Drew continuing to soak while I made brunch.  He 
emerged from the bathroom holding his towel rather than wrapping it round 
his waist.  My eyes followed him into the bedroom.  He had a good body, 
compact, chunky, not at all tanned.  His bottom, surprisingly muscular, was 
his best feature, and he made sure I saw it. 
 
(21)   
 
It was not only a physical connection, however.  Sanderson continues: ‘His 
self-sufficiency and self-confidence were partly what attracted me to him: the 
paradox was that such qualities made me want to look after him.  He was far more 
trusting than me’ (49).  Sanderson confesses that ‘being with him made me feel 
whole again.  I knew then that Drew was the man for me.  This sudden knowledge 
made me bashful; Drew sensed the change in me and smiled.  We hugged once 
more.  My joy was mixed with utter relief.  The search for Mr. Right was finally over’ 
(67).  Again it is in the writing of the small details that the bigger picture emerges.  
So I focused on the small details of my own life with my husband, the small events 
that dominated our life together. 
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Sanderson uses dialogue to demonstrate their feelings for each other.  This 
passage is when the lovers are deciding whether to share a home together, 
 
‘I can’t believe you didn’t tell me.  I said you could come to stay, not move 
in.’ 
 
‘Exactly, I was afraid you’d say no if I asked.’ He buried his face in my chest.  
‘I can easily find another place.’ 
 
(79) 
 
 
Through dialogue and description Sanderson relates the first tentative moments of 
a love affair: how a couple decides they are happy together, the first time they say 
‘I love you,’ the parties and holidays, work experiences - the moments which make 
up a shared life.  For instance, an IRA bomb explodes in London where they have 
made a home together and Sanderson records, ‘Now, though, I had someone else 
to worry about.  I was relieved that Drew was out of London and therefore, 
relatively speaking, out of harm’s way.  I already knew that I would do anything to 
protect him’ (85).  He revels in their new found domestic bliss: ‘We fell into the 
roles of housekeeper and breadwinner. … ‘Hi, honey, I’m homo!’  I would come out 
of the kitchen and we would embrace on the landing.  It was the best moment of 
the day’ (104-105).  Sanderson says, ‘He never bored me.  And the knowledge that 
I had the rest of my life to get to know him properly filled me with joy’ (114).  He 
conveys the emotions he felt for Drew explicitly on an occasion they are apart, he 
writes, ‘I missed Drew even more than I had expected.  I felt his absence like an 
amputee feels his missing limb.  It physically hurt’ (124). 
Unfortunately, their happiness is snatched away, as was mine.  Sanderson 
states, ‘I was waiting for Drew to come home.  My God.  I was actually happy!  
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That night I wrote in my diary: ‘I realized today that this is one of the very best 
periods of my life – anything can happen.’  He then states, ‘On 26 October Drew 
discovered a swelling on the left side of his groin’ (109).   
Sanderson relates Drew’s illness in detail and the devastation it brings to 
their lives.  He uses dates, as I did, which makes the memoir all the more truthful 
and honest.  He records hospital visits on the actual day and their outcome.  ‘Drew 
spent most of 22 March waiting to be admitted to hospital, but at 4 pm he was sent 
home with some painkillers’ (136).  It took time to get the correct diagnosis, so 
initially the couple ‘…carried on as if we had all the time in the world’ (135).  
Sanderson goes onto reflect, ‘…I was blind to what was happening in front of me.  I 
had no idea how messy life could get’ (136).   This notion of the way that 
everything can change in an instant is reflected in Unbroken Trust.  In the full 
manuscript of my text I end with the moment my husband was diagnosed with a flu 
bug - thereafter our lives were never the same again. 
Sanderson conveys the pain Drew was starting to experience. ‘Drew was up 
for much of the night; he could not sleep for the pain.  We lay on his bed holding 
hands.  When Monday evening finally arrived he was nearing the end of his tether’ 
(141).  Again the emotion of their plight is relayed to the reader 
 
Drew reappeared on the stroke of eleven.  He was shaking with fury.  I had 
never seen him so angry.  I followed him down the corridor into another 
waiting area off which led a dozen red doors.  It was empty.  We sat down 
on a couple of red chairs.  Drew was white.  ‘I’m going to die.  It was 
malignant. I’ve got cancer.  
 
(145)   
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Sanderson states, ‘Tragedy can strike at the most tawdry of moments (145). 
 
I attempted to relate the physical pain in my manuscript:   
 
the action of sitting was agony for him.  I couldn’t think of anything to say so 
I said.  ‘I’ve sown poppies for you in the garden this year, they’ll be up soon.’  
‘Thanks.’ he said.  He continued to stare blankly out of the window and, 
without looking at me, said, ‘I’m fucked.’  I got up and went to him.  I knelt 
down and put my hands around one of his skinny ankles, then I let go.  He 
got up and, as he passed me, he touched my hair. 
 
(Anderson 50) 
 
   
Sanderson says that,  
 
we both needed time to come to terms with the idea of cancer, yet time was 
the one thing we did not have.  I wished it were the other way round.  Drew 
had a low pain threshold.  If he was embarrassed to be ill, I felt guilty for 
being healthy.  I could not stop having selfish thoughts: what would happen 
if he died?  All I had ever wanted to do was look after Drew, to see that he 
came to no harm.  I had failed.’  
 
(146)   
 
 
He continues, ‘The ordeal would bring us closer together, if that were 
possible.  Just when things seemed to be falling into place they had started to fall 
apart’ (147).  Sanderson records their emotions at their disastrous news.  
 
the real crying started when we got home. …We held each other as we 
wept.  I had never known such grief.  The unfairness, suddenness, sheer 
bloody-mindedness of it was overwhelming.  Why Drew?  Why now?  Why 
us?  I could feel my heart breaking. ‘I don’t want to die,’ wailed Drew.  ‘I 
don’t want to die.’ 
 
(149)   
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These felt emotions and voices matched my husband and I as we realised his 
health was failing.  ‘He was starting to look very ill, it was dreadful.  We spent the 
whole weekend crying together and I was begging him to stay alive’ (Anderson 84).  
Sanderson records Drew’s moods, ‘The evening was the most difficult time.  
Drew’s mood changed by the minute: he was calm, maudlin, giggly, angry, 
depressed, affectionate and desperate.  He was already a different person.  I did 
not want him to become bitter like me.  He had been my salvation, now I had to be 
his’ (150).  He goes into detail about how the cancer spread through Drew’s body - 
a tumour in his groin, then his neck, followed by more tumours in different areas as 
the cancer progresses asking, ‘would it all end quickly or slowly?’ (155). He takes 
us to hospital, describing the interiors and emotions he experiences: ‘the 
department was a place of subtext, of unspoken emotion.  Pity lurked behind the 
smiles of the staff.  The expressions glimpsed on the patients’ faces ranged from 
barely suppressed panic to resignation and regret.  They knew what we had 
coming’ (156).  The time Drew asks for help to die is documented in dialogue. 
  
‘Well, promise me that if things get really bad you’ll help me end it all.’ 
‘And how will you do that?’ 
‘I don’t know.  Take all my pills.  Jump off the roof.  Listen to every REM CD.  
I don’t want to turn into a vegetable.  The thought of being in pain and 
unable to move gives me nightmares.  Promise me, Mark.’ 
 
‘I promise.’ 
 
(172) 
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Initially, Sanderson believes it will not come to assisting Drew’s death.  ‘The 
subject made me uncomfortable.  I was sure that if I had been in his position I 
would have felt the same way.  But it would not come to that: Drew was just 
reassuring himself.  I put the idea out of my mind’ (172).     
But Sanderson then goes on to document Drew’s rapid decline ‘I wanted to 
scream too.  In less than two months Drew had become an old man’ (184).  
Certainly this is what I witnessed in my own narrative as my husband declined.  
‘The reverse gear crunched because I had yanked it too hard.  He walked to the 
garage as I reversed out.  I waited for him to get in.  He looked like a little old man’ 
(Anderson 55).  The police interviews re-iterated this,  
  
DC Bosomworth  So it was almost a downing process from ’95. 
JA From ’95 I watched my husband decline and I 
started reading about his disease and I talked to 
around four hundred people who either have 
ME/Chronic fatigue syndrome or are carers.  I 
was involved with the support group in 
Harrogate.  I just thought, I’ve got to find out.  I 
went on the Internet constantly. 
 
 
(Anderson 33-34) 
 
 
 
Sanderson says, ‘All I cared about was stopping Drew’s pain’ (191).  He 
returns to his promise to Drew ‘The point of no return was rapidly approaching.  I 
had no problem with mercy killing in theory – it was basic common sense: suffering 
had no meaning – but could I actually carry one out?’ (203). There was a point 
where he attempted to suffocate Drew which ends in failure, Drew survived - he 
Anderson  
 
 
168 
was not ready to go.  Sanderson writes about his feelings, ‘At that moment I 
experienced true horror for the first time.  Nothing that had gone before had 
prepared me for it.  I felt something give inside, a sort of dull crack and an icy 
blackness bloomed in my brain.  Vertigo, panic, desire and relief welled up.  I burst 
into tears’ (215).   
 Sanderson writes about the moment when Drew is ready to go and re-lives 
it.  Drew says, ‘Now.  Do it now’ (216).  Sanderson conveys his emotions, ‘It was 
our last day together.  The fact that time stood still was no consolation: Drew was 
waiting to die.  I swung between panic and determination every few minutes.  I had 
to go through with it.  It would be the ultimate proof of how much I loved him’ (216).  
‘I had found my true love.  Now I had to kill him’ (217).  He states, ‘It was easier the 
second time.  We both knew what to expect.  I pressed down so hard I was afraid I 
would break his nose.  He was much weaker now but the strength of his resistance 
still surprised me.  It was pure reflex.  It had to be: his instinct for survival overrode 
his will.  I kept the pillow there long after the bucking had stopped’ (219). 
 Sanderson writes about the aftermath ‘The grief came in waves’ (221).  ‘I did 
not want other people’s pity: I wanted Drew back’ (223).  ‘No one can feel another’s 
pain.  Each time I tried to imagine what Drew must have been going through, my 
mind went blank.  Waiting to die as your body disintegrated about you: that defined 
‘degrading’ (223).  He writes about the days, weeks, months after Drew had gone, 
and his actions as he experienced deep grief.  He was depressed and attempted 
suicide.  He came back from the brink and made a slow recovery saying that, ‘at 
thirty-two I felt old, worn out, ready for the knacker’s yard.  Middle age had arrived 
early’ (232).  Throughout Sanderson’s memoir family and friends are interweaved - 
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we learn about his relationship with his family and with Drew’s family.  Their 
friends’ voices are also included.  They all take the journey with Sanderson and 
Drew.  Initially the families were not aware that their sons were homosexual, a fact 
which also forms a significant part of the memoir, as Sanderson explores these 
relationships finally telling his parents the truth and writing about their re-actions 
using dialogue for his father. 
 
 ‘I’m gay.  Always have been and always will be.’ 
 ‘Yes.  I know.’  There was no surprise, no anger.’ 
 ‘Well, why didn’t you say anything?’ 
 ‘I thought it was for you to tell me.’ 
 ‘Mum asked me not to.’  Now he was surprised.’ 
 
(282) 
 
In reference to this conversation, Sanderson reflects, ‘Chat did change things 
sometimes.  We continued to talk as we made our way home.  I stressed that I was 
apologizing for any trouble I might cause, not for the fact that I was gay.’  He told 
his father that ‘I have to be true to myself.  You always told me it doesn’t matter 
what other people think – and I do know what you think about raving homosexuals’ 
(284).  His father responds, ‘You’re still my son, though.  I’ll always be here for you’ 
(284). 
 Wrong Rooms is an emotional writing journey and I learnt from Sanderson.  
In the closing pages, he states that 
Anderson  
 
 
170 
 
Happy endings only happen in books but this one cannot end happily.  Drew 
can never come back.  However, this book’s very existence is a kind of 
happy ending.  The fact that I am still here, writing at the desk in this room, 
astonishes me.  Cancer nearly destroyed the two of us.  Perhaps miracles 
do take place after all.  Whatever happens now, our story will outlive us.’ 
 
 
(285)   
 
 
He says of the memoir that, ‘the completion of it has been an ordeal.  I lost Drew all 
over again but, in the process, set myself free.  I have finally learned that letting go 
is a sign of strength, not weakness’ (285).  He states his reasoning for writing the 
memoir, ‘The truth matters, Drew’s story is by no means unique but I believe it 
should be told’ (281). 
 The strength of the memoir, its narrative power to engage the reader 
emotionally, is created by the voices within its pages.  Sanderson’s confession, his 
act of mercy killing is all the more powerful because he has engaged the reader in 
his own emotional world.   
Sanderson, as an assister of suicide, was adding his narrative to the general 
discourse on euthanography.  It is a heartbreaking account of love found and lost.  
The fact that he took action to end Drew Morgan’s life is all the more astonishing 
and moving.  As he said, he could not remain silent about it; he believes he could 
not suffer without telling.  It was necessary for me to reflect on his own narrative 
and assess how he had told his story and introduced characters.  The way he had 
achieved the re-creation of Drew’s voice.  His words about dealing with his 
partner’s illness and suffering resonated with my own experience:   
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It was bound to happen sooner or later.  The pressure that had been 
building up inside me had to be released.  There is a huge difference 
between knowing how to behave and actually being able to do so.  It was 
impossible to carry on as normal, because normality had ceased to exist: we 
were going through an extraordinary time. 
 
 
(152)   
 
 
As stated, his narrative is a close match for my own and as such we, as authors, 
add our own narratives to the existing body of ‘death writing’. 
 
Linda Gray Sexton, Half in Love: (Surviving the Legacy of Suicide) 
Linda Gray Sexton’s, Half in Love: (Surviving the Legacy of Suicide) allowed 
me to review my work in the context of her own story.  She writes about her 
mother’s suicide including failed attempts, and her own attempts which resulted in 
her survival, which broke the family legacy.  Her memoir resonated with my 
narrative.  We were both writing about suicide and so we were both witnesses to 
the event of suicide.   As such our voices provide a collective record.  The voices 
Sexton explores are her own, her mother’s, and those of her first husband, her 
family and friends, and others encountered on her journey, writing that her 
mother’s ‘suicide attempts seemed just bids for pity and sympathy, it was better to 
think she was merely being self-indulgent than to understand she wanted to leave 
us all for good, or that she was in excruciating turmoil’ (44). 
Her narrative concerns a family history of depression leading ultimately to 
the act of suicide to abate the emotional struggle.  Throughout my husband’s 
physical illness I had monitored him without his knowledge for signs of depression.  
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He had a history of depression and suicide attempts (with a long gap prior to 
meeting me) which predated his later illness.  In our relationship I never saw him in 
a mental state that I would class as depression.  He got up every day and he 
bathed every day, apart from the last day.  He was, via satellite, actively engaged 
and interested in the world beyond our walls.  Again, for me, it was necessary to 
document and record this in my narrative.  I needed, however, to confront 
depression and by reading Sexton I could dispel any misgivings and know I had 
written his ‘truth’ for him.  My understanding of this has been strengthened by my 
own experience of depression, since my husband’s death I have suffered from 
depression myself and have had suicidal thoughts.  I sought help, however, from 
therapists and the Samaritans.   
Sexton and I find ourselves in the joint position of being witnesses and 
writers, writing about love, death and suicide.  Her memoir approaches the topic 
chronologically and she starts on a linear line, going from her childhood and her 
mother’s suicide, to her marriage, the birth of her two sons and her own struggle 
with depression, subsequent hospitalisation and suicide attempts.  She then 
documents, her divorce, recovery via therapy, and the commencement of a new 
relationship.  She is emotionally honest in her writing and does not spare the 
reader.  While this is refreshing, it is also demanding.   We read Sexton’s memoir 
with dual interest, the legacy of her mother’s poetry and the controversial act of 
suicide.   
Again, I could compare my husband’s own behaviour to Anne Sexton’s – 
both were prone to temper tantrums, his were born out of frustration from the 
physical limitations of his body.  He did not, however, have mood swings and when 
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I was with him his mood remained predominately even.  Sexton categorises 
depression, writing a check list but summing it up simply as having no vision of the 
future.  I could certainly apply this to my own emotional state after my husband 
died, but my husband always had hope.  This is covered in Unbroken Trust and is 
relevant to me because it fuels to some extent the debate about ME.   
Sexton goes into explicit detail about her own suicide attempts.  As she 
returned to health she says she felt the slight murmurings of hope, ‘a precious 
golden liquid, not to be spilt’ (151).  In terms of my own narrative, hope was 
something on which my husband and I lived, fed off, imbibed.  Sexton talks about 
her depression and suicide attempts as if in an open letter to the reader ‘Worst of 
all, I believed that I had nothing left to give to the people I liked and loved and that I 
never would again.  Over me like a blanket, depression descended, muffling the air 
and the light.’  Of one suicide attempt she writes ‘all I could feel in that moment 
was the terrible urgency to act and end the pain.  No-one and nothing mattered 
more than that’ (198).  ‘I had managed to take a lethal dose and I had done it in an 
out-of-the-way spot from which I shouldn’t have been rescued.  I had definitely 
intended to die.  And I’d almost made it’ (200). 
Sexton then goes on to discuss her recovery in a mental hospital and 
societies’ thoughts about suicide, suggesting that ‘suicide exposes you, and shows 
the world what you really think about yourself and how weak your self-image is’ 
(209).  She continues: ‘ultimately, the bare bone fact is that no one wants to deal 
with a suicide’ (211).   In my memoir I am exploring taboos: death and suicide.  
Sexton also explores these topics, talking about the effect of suicide on loved ones, 
therapists and doctors committed to saving lives.   
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I remembered how she looked when she came home from the hospital after 
a suicide attempt, bruised like petals of a flower that have been bent and 
creased browning around the edges.  Despite my repeated watering, in time 
those petals would droop and scatter, one by one.  This metaphor swayed 
inside me and I felt flooded with a very strong fantasy.  If my mother were 
there at that moment I would stop in the middle of the sidewalk, set my 
purse on the ground, and very gently, very wearily, put my arms around her.  
And she would put her arms around me, and the two of us would make one 
complete circle. 
 
(244) 
 
Sexton points out that in most world cultures suicide is taboo.  It is perceived 
as a sin and an affront to God – it is a cold rebuke to one’s family, the ultimate in 
callous ingratitude.  Long ago, suicides were buried at the crossroads as a way of 
scattering and dispersing their spirits rather than allowing them the blessing of a 
proper ceremony on hallowed church grounds.  Today we live in a time where 
suicide is still often disdained as an act of cowardice or a lack of moral fortitude 
(106).  In my husband’s own suicide one of the newspapers wrote that he was a 
“weak” character.  It is my opinion that this was the reverse.  I class his suicide as 
an enormous act of courage.  By the loss of his physical health, he had been 
denied the life he should have had.  He had everything to live for, and to witness 
his decline was cruelty itself.  Sexton goes on to explore the emotions of those left 
behind.   
 
to have a patient exit so abruptly by taking his life must be the worst event a 
psychiatrist can experience, a rejection so traumatic that it has to reflect, in 
the therapist’s mind, his failure to keep his patient alive, which is every 
doctor’s primary responsibility.  Suicide allowed for no real goodbye for the 
doctor, just as it did not for the family, or for the patient.  
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(242-243)   
 
 
She re-visits her own anger at her mother’s suicide attempts, ‘I had been 
angry at what she had done and I had punished her the only way I had at my 
disposal – by withholding myself’ (210). 
 Sexton talks about her depression not allowing her to love, ‘I was still a 
novice at dealing constructively with my depression – if such a thing were even 
possible – and, despite my desperate attempts to combat it, I lay at its feet, day by 
day, feeling unbearable guilt that my love wasn’t strong enough to help me to rise’ 
(216).  She dissects suicide; she describes the power of the action, ‘I was going to 
turn the tables; once this act was complete, I could never be abandoned again, 
neither by my husband’s absences, nor my children’s growing independence, nor 
my sister’s emotional distance, nor my father’s inevitable death, nor the retreat of 
friends’ (7). 
She recognises the guilt, ‘guilt at having survived, guilt from those who 
remained, guilt over the loss of their mother, their wife and their friend.  These 
emotions often leapt from the anger they felt at the final and permanent separation 
she had chosen, or, in another twist, from the way they had withdrawn from her 
and her mental illness in the last few months of her life’ (247).  
For Sexton, the legacy of suicide and suicide attempts is abandonment.  In 
her narrative she goes into therapy and her therapist suggests that she writes a 
memoir about suicide:  Sexton says she feels that it would be impossible to write 
about such raw material and rejected the idea but made a few notes anyway. 
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I might have a story to tell – one that could help thousands of the mentally ill 
and their families who often have no voice of their own.  Yes – it always 
came back to the story – no matter how humiliating because the story was 
just another aspect of my mother’s life and therefore my own.  Yet I doubted 
and worried that I would never grow strong enough to let it loose on the 
page.  As J.M. Coetzee writes some experiences are too dangerous to be 
put into words, too dangerous for the reader, but even more dangerous for 
the writer, who may feel overtaken and undone by them. 
 
 
(247)    
 
These words resonated with my own narrative, particularly in relation to her 
thoughts about her ‘raw material’ and families who often have no voice of their 
own’.   My raison d’ être rested on having a story to tell and voices to document 
and explore.  I knew, however, I was running a risk to my own emotional well-
being: the experience of being charged with manslaughter, which to my mind was 
slaughtering the man I loved most, was traumatic, and Unbroken Trust meant re-
living the events all over again.  Now it is written, however, I can search for my own 
peace and let go, as others have done.  Sexton, at the conclusion of her narrative, 
recovers and enters a new marriage.  She is able to start again and resolve her 
self-harm, depression and suicidal feelings, or at least keep them at bay.  She has 
altered her family’s legacy of suicide.  To my knowledge there was no legacy in my 
story.  There is no history of suicide in my family, nor, as far as I am aware in that 
of my husband’s. 
Linda Gray Sexton recognises and articulates the guilt, saying  
 
the emotion I heard most about was guilt, guilt at having survived, guilt from 
those who remained, guilt over the loss of their mother, their wife and their 
friend.  These emotions often leapt from the anger they felt at the final and 
permanent separation she had chosen, or, in another twist, from the way 
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they had withdrawn from her and her mental illness in the last few months of 
her life 
 
 
(247)  
 
 
 
 Her in-depth examination of her mother’s suicide and of her own attempts was 
illuminating.  She relays her voice and those of many others - her mother, family, 
friends, therapist, in an arresting narrative which made me consider my own 
experience as opposed to hers.  Sexton’s memoir grounded mine; by reading her I 
had a sense, a sensibility of a fellow traveller.  I imagine meeting her and having a 
common ground on which to stand.  I cannot believe that either of us wanted to 
experience our personal abyss.  We have come back and we have used our pens 
to reach others.    
 
  Conclusion 
The creation of another’s voice is a complex writing endeavour.  From my 
own experience and from reading others’ attempts at this, it is achieved by 
feelings, consideration of what the voice has to say, imagination, characterisation, 
dialogue, actions and memory.   I needed to re-create my husband’s voice as 
clearly as possible on that, his last day, to articulate it, to record our exact actions, 
his words and my response to them.  Of all the other days in our relationship, this 
day dominates my memory.  It is perhaps natural then that my narrative began at 
that point.  
According to Donald R. Howard, ‘Part of Chaucer’s idea is simply that no 
literary idea can approach its full potential of “poetic truth” unless it engages the 
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reader’s interest and enlists his participation.  It demands of us an act of will, for 
the truth of a poem is in our idea of it’ (133).  My husband’s last day was the day on 
which the authorities focused and spent deliberation.  What was so different on that 
day from others?   The insertion of the prosecutions’ comment about my inability to 
call an ambulance for my husband at the very start was a device designed to 
engage the reader immediately. 
Unbroken Trust is a historical manuscript which relates a tragedy, a 
beautiful marriage lost in the action of suicide, a public death that became the 
focus of my court case.  My conclusion to this saga, the creation of my memoir, I 
consider to be an act of love:  I agree with Sanderson - the fact that I am still here, 
writing at my desk is some small victory.  At least I have had the opportunity to 
create Unbroken Trust and even though it has been an intensely emotional writing 
journey, I hope by sharing the story I have engaged the reader with the voices in 
my narrative and their felt emotions.  I hope I have allowed others to speak and 
tolerate other points of view.  For instance, in my epilogue I record my husband’s 
family’s re-action to my acquittal.  This was extremely difficult to write and re-live 
since their opinion was opposed to mine.  As pointed out by Couser via Richard K. 
Sanderson non-assisters to suicide often receive the blame for the death (124).  I 
had to tolerate their point of view which remains intrinsic to the memoir.  
Finally, as I write this in the early part of the twenty-first century, two 
debates remain on-going and unresolved: the ‘right to die’ and the status of 
ME/Chronic Fatigue Syndrome that is physical disease or mental.  Only the future 
will reveal the outcome of these two debates.  In some small way Unbroken Trust 
is another small step in the dialogic. 
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